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KERR'S PATENT FIRE-EXTINGUISHER DISTI
ITSELF ! i

(An unexpected incident in tha long complete story of Tom Merry & Co. sLt
St. Jim'’s, entitled : “““The BOGUS 'INVENTOR !’ in this issuse.)




b

EASY MONZY ! Aubrey Racke, the cad of the Sheli, disregards the urging of his conscience when he hits on a dishonest
way of pocketing fifty pounds, for he makes the mistake of thinking that he can’t be bowled out.
a knock-out when he least expects it!
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CHAPTER 1.
Work for Baggy Trimble !

€ SAY, Racke—"

I Baggy Trimble, of the Fourth Form at St. Jim's,

approached Racke of the Shell cautiously.
“Well, what do you want?” demanded Aubrey

Racke. : :

*“ As—as one of my pals, Racke—"

“I’m not one of your pals!” TR

“As one of my pals, I thought I'd ask you-to do me a
favour

“If you’ call yourself one of my pals again, T'll bang
vour head against the wall I’ said Racke curtly.” “ I might

as well tell you T'm not in ‘a good temper this afternoon,”

Trimble, so- you’d better not' worry me. ‘Cléar off while
you're safe !’ & e’ e S e 25 e

St. Jim’s was very quiet on this particular half-holiday.

A drizzling rain was falling, ‘and mest of the juniors were
contenting themselves with quiet occupatiotig’ in their own
studies.” And these quiét ‘““occupations ¥ would have aston-
ished a visitor at St. Jim’s just then; for the Lowér School;
almost to a man, were “inventing.” Many and weird were
the results of this craze that had swept ‘over St. Jim’s as
a result of the “Inventions * Competition:Mr. Bernard Glyn
had inaugurated, from Geoige Alfred 'Grundy’'s “sailing
bicycle,” to Monty Lowther’s special fountaiii-pénwhich,
he claimed, would write either one of three colours by the
simple manipulation of a. button. There wds no - déubt
about it, St. Jim’s hiad taken the competition to"heart; apd
one and all were striving to’ produce an article of general

utility that would ““catch the judge’s eye,” 80 to speak, ‘and’
Y g Sesany s e

incidentally-the first prize of fifty pounds. e
But, Trimble,  restless as usual,” and on the Took-

Shell passage, just outside the door of Study No..7.7 .. .=
“I—I wanted to ask you something special, Racke,” said
THE GEM LiBraRY.—No. 997. ; -

at foi
anything that might be going, had accosted Ratké in, ﬂ!e

But Fate deals him_
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the Cheery Chums of St. Jim’s,

: : By : 2]
Martin Clifford.

Baggy Trimble wheedlingly.
know, and——"

“Go and eat coke!” 3 ;

Racke entered his study, and found' Scrope lounging -
on the sofa.
Shell, and he hastily pulled a cigarette out of his mouth.

“Oooooch !” he gasped:

He sat up, dabbing his mouth. -

“You ass!” he growled. ‘“Why couldn’t you cough, or
something, "to give me & warnin’. This beastly cig
stuck to my lip, an’ I've half-skinned it!” s

The dgor opened, and Trimble insinuated himself
inside.

“I say, Racke—" .

“(et out of here!” roared Racke, whose temper was
certainly sharp that afternoon. “Unless you get on the
other side of that door within three seconds; I’Il——"

“I was wondéring’ if - you could lend me half-a-
crown !” said Baggy Trimble hastily.

“You can keep on wonderin’!” said Racke, with a

lare.

“Ig’ll pay you back at the end of the week,” said Baggy.
“I'm expecting a big remittance from Trimble Hall i

“You want to borrow half-a-crown, do you?” interrupted
Racke thoughtfully.

“Yes, please, Racke!”

“It's important,” you

“What about the half-crown I lent you Monday?”’
SEh?

“You promised to pay that back to-day » :
“I—I made a mistake!” gasped Trimble.  “My big

remittance from Trimble Hall isn’t ceming till Saturday,
SO y g ;

Scrope was another black sheep of “the ™



{

“QOh, kick him out!” said Scrope savagely. “Why the
thump did you lend him any money ai all, Racke? It
only encourages the beastly little sponger!”

“I'm glad you came here, Trimble,” said Racke. R
forgotten all about that other half-crown, but I won’t press
voufor it. In fact, you'd better work it off.”

“Work it off " stammeved Trimble.

“Yes; you can go to the bike-shed and clean my jigger,”
replied Racke, “Clean it thoroughly or I'll skin you!”

Scrope grinned, and Baggy Trimble looked startled.

“Oh, I say!” he protested. “I—I wanted—"

“1 don’t care what you wanted,” interrupted Racke.
“This ought to teach you to keep your promises, Porpoise !
As you can’t pay that half-crown back, I'm willin’ to
accept labour in lieu of it. Not many chaps would be so
generous.” =

“Oh, but look heve—"

“Cut off 1 . '

“I'm not going to clean your rotten bike!"” roared Baggy
defiantly. : <l

“You're not goin' to clean my bike, eh?” said Racke.

“No, I'm not!” bellowed Trimble. “I'd rather pay you
back that loan in cash. You can’'t force me to do your
dirty work, Racke. I won’'t clean your jigger!”

Racke gave a leap, and reached the door before the
startled Trimble could open it. The next moment, Baggy’s
car was seized in a firm grip.

“Yow !” he howled. * Yarooooh!”

“You won't clean my bike—eh?” said Racke.

“Ow! I—I mean, 1 will clean it!”

“Sure?”’ o - £ g : ;

“Whoooop !’ hooted Trimble. “Yes! Wow! I'm
sare !’

Al rié‘h(’-'; get to work on it straight away!” said
Lacke, as lie opened the door. “If T find you've neglected

- the work, or skimped it, I'll pulverise you!” -

“Won't you lend- me #nother half-crown?” .pleaded
Trimble. ¥

“If you do the bike properly, yves.” .

The fat Fourth-Former went out of the School House,
made a «ash through the drizzle, and reached the bicycle-
ched. He found one or two other fellows at work there,
Lt he took no notice of them.

Racke’s bicycle was not in a very bad condition, and
Primble made light work of it. He couldn’t understand
why Racke should want it cleaned, and he did not realise
that Racke had invented the task on the spur of the
rioment, with the sole idea of getting rid of him. :

Trimble rolled back to the School House, and hurried
to Study No. 7 in the Shell passage. 3

“It’s finished !” he said triumphantly, as he went in.

Racke looked up.

“Good | he said.

“(oing out?” said Baggy.

“That's my business,” growled Racke.

“What about that half-crown?”

“*Which half-crown?” : i

“Why, yvou promised to lend it me,” said Trimble, withe
a growing sense of uneasiness. :

“Now I come to think of it, T did say something of the
kiad,” put in Racke. “But 1 don’t remember sayin’ that
1'd lend it to you to-day.”

Trimble went red with indignation and alarm.

“ Aren’t you going to pay me?” he yelled.

“Not to-day!”

“Why,~vou votter!” yelled Trimble. “I-wouldn’t have
¢leaned the bike if I'd known! Look here, if you'llt give
me that half-crown now, T'll tell:you somethirg.”

“I'm not interested.”

“It’s something about your bicycle.” -

“(lear off, confound you!” snapped Racke curtly.

“You ought to keep your promises, Racke,” said
Trimble, boiling. “Every decent chap keeps his promises.
1i T tell anybody T'll lend them some money, I do it!”

Racke rose to his feet.

“[ told you once before that 'm not in a sweet temper
this afternoon!” he said daugerously. “You'll have that
half-crown when I choose to lend it to you—and 1 don’t
choose now. Are you goin’, or shall I chuck you out on
vour neck?”

“1 want that money——'

Racke took a step forward.

“Yarooooop!” yelled Trimble.

“Just in time. T'm goin’ out!™
“ Just after I've cleaned it?”
“You can cut!”

)

“I—I'm going—"

CHAPTER 2.
The Invention Craze.
SCROPE looked up and yawned.

“You're not really goin’ out, are you?” he asked.
‘:Yes.”

. “On a filthy afternoon like this?”

“I've got an appointment with that new hookie chap at
the Green Man,” replied Racke.

Tell Your Non-Reader Pal About the “ GEM *—Thanks ! 3

“A fat chance youw'll have of gettin’ any money off that
fellow ! said Scrope.

“Ele owes me a couple of quid.” 2

“Trimble owed you half-a-crown!” rvetorted Scrope.

“Well, it's worth tryin’, anyhow,” said Racke obstinately.
“I was hopin’ that you'd come down with me, old
man>——"

“Sorry; but I don’t fancy risking a flogging,” yawned
Scrope.  “You silly ass, if you're seen dogging into thée
Lreen Man you'll get a swishing!”

“There’s not much risk on an aftérnoon like this,” replied
Racke. “Be a sportsman, an’ come along——"

“Rats! I've got an appointment with Clampe, over in
the New House, in ten minutes. He’s rolling in money, an’
a little game of banker ought to shift some of it from his
pocket into mine,” said Scrope. “I'm hard up, too.”

“Clampe’s got plenty of cash, has he?” said Racke.
*“Who told you?” .

“The ass was flauntin’ it about -this mornin’,” replied
Scrope. ¢ Somethin’ like eight or nine quids, I believe.”.

“An’ I'm down to my last five bob!” said Racke savagely.
“ All because of that rotten horse yesterday—"

“Yes, you'll find me in Clampe’s study, in the New
House,” nodded Scrope.

Aubrey Racke went out, and as he went downstairs he
saw a group of juniors in the doorway. The famous chums
of Study No. 6 were there, to say nothing of the Terrible
Three and Glyn & Co.

“Let a chap goet by!” said Racke irritably.

“Make room for his Royal Highness!” said Monty
Lowther, executing a salaam. ‘‘Pass, O potentate!” .

“Idiot!” snapped Racke, turning red.

“If vou've interested.in inventicns, you might as well
stop and see the demonstration!” grinned Jack Blake.
“Kangarco is now sbout to show us the mysteries of his
patent hat umbrella.” . . :

“I wathah think it will be a fwost!” said Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy, screwing his eyeglass into his noble eyeé.
“J have no wish to discouwage you, Kangawoo, deah boy,
but I must wemark—"

“No, you mustn’t!” said Blake.. “Your remarks aven’t
wanted, Gussy!” .

“Weally, Blake—"

“Wait until Noble has given the exhibition. anyhow,”
chuckled Tom Merry. “Go ahead, Kangarco!”

The Australian junior grinned.

“I haven't said much about my patent yet, but you'll be
surprised when you see it,” he said. “Wait a minute,
Racke—you might as well see it.”

“I'm not interested in your silly inventions!” said Racke.

“Bai Jove! I wegard that as a wude wemark. Wacke!”
said D’Arcy. “Supposin’ we keep the wottah indoors until
the demonstwation 1s ovah?”

“Good idea,” said Blake.

“You silly idiot——" :

“Rats! It's time you learned manners!”

Racke fumed, but he did not dare to precipitalc any un-
pleasantness.

“Of course, an invention of this sort isn’t necessary in
Australia,” said the Cornstalk junior. “We have glorious
sunshine there pretty nearly all the time. But in England,
with rain every hour or so &

“Yathead !”

“In Kngland, with showers daily——

“Ass!”

“All right; have it your own way!” grinned Kangaroo.

“Get ahead with the demonstration, and don’t jaw so
much!” said Bernard Glyn. “I'd like to put it on record
that I haven’t heiped Kangaroo with this invention in the
slightest degree. I'm gaying this as a safeguard, of

course.” ‘
“You don't

“No exit, Racke!”

£1)

“We understand,” said Monty Lowther.
want your reputation to suffer.”

“Let's have a look at the hat, Kangaroo, and dow’t waste
any more time,” said Blake. “If youve been "spoofing
15—

“Rats!” said Noble. “Here it is!” ~

He produced the patent hat from a large brown-paper
bag, and it was noticed that he handled it very gingerly.
The headgear was, to all intents and purposes, an ordinary-
looking bowler.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What's the cackle for?” asked Noble indignantly.

“You thumping ass! We don’t wear bowlers at St
Jim’s!” yelled Blake.

“This" hat isn't designed for school chaps,” said
Kangaroo coldly. “I¢'s a patent that'll be put on the
market for general use. A hat and an umbrella all in one.
Look how many umbrellas are lost every day! But people”
don’t lose their hats, ‘do they?”

*‘Something in that!” admitted Tom Merry,

“And look at the general nuisance of an umbrella,” went

y Tre Geam Lisrary.—No. 997.
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“When it's dry, you poke

on Kangaroo enthusiastically. v )
s ribg, or forget. that you've got it with

it into somebody’

“all ,ilfirt" i;’1fex;1';11ptéd Lowther. ““Buﬁs

where does this “creation of yolrs improve on thése |

defects 2 e T e :

. ““Why, the thing speéaks for itself,” replied Noble. “You
needn’t hold ‘it at. all; it simply rests on your head like an
ordinary hat, and when a shower

““And what happens?”’ =5

““The top of the hat springs out and forms itself into an
umbrella,” replied Kangaroo. “No trouble in holding it—
no fear of having drips run down your neck, or anything.
The wearer is in the very centre of the umbrella, and per-
fectly protected,” : T

“Tn other words, the wearer is the stick?” asked Lowther,

“Ha . has hal w0 = : =

= No\i;hing' funny in that,” said Noble. “Lowther’s right.
Of course, the wearer takes the place of the stick. That's
the whole idea of the invention.” You watch!” :

He placed the hat- on his head firmly, and pulled it far
down.” The juniors watched, grinning. Being polite, they
did not point out to Kangaroo that he-looked a freak.

“T’H go out into the rain and demonstrate the thing pro-
perly,” said Noble. “You stend i a group and look on.”

“Here, -let me get past——"" began Racke.

. “Rats! Youwll have to wait!”’ said Manners.

“They stood-at the doorway, watching. Harry Noble
walked out into the rain, and he raised a hand and touched
a little projection under the front part of the brim.

“Bai Jove 1 ;

“Ha, ha, ha!? - : =

Thé top of the hat sprang into life. Long metal stays shot
out, umbrella-like, and a thin sillc fabric stretched out over
them. © Something went wrong for a moment, and the

mechanism stuck half way. But a_hasty adjustment by the

inventor was enough.

The umbrella was in position, and_Kangaroo strode up and |

down, fully protected against the rain.

CHAPTER 3.
: : No Luck for Racke!
rl‘OM MERRY grinned. : :
“Well, it’s not so bad,” he admitted. “But you
haven't: let s iry the thing ourselves, Kangaroo.
How much does it weigh?”

“Only seventeen ounces,” said Noble proudly. :

“Bai Jove! I should uttahly wefuse to weah such an
atwocity 2 sard Arthur Augustus, shocked. “Good gwacious!
My toppahs are a mere fwaction of that widiculous weight,
Kangawoo.” ’

“Well, you can’t have everything,” said Monty Lowther.
“This is an exceptional hat, incorporating an umbrella. Just
the thing for getting throngh a crowd with. I should love
to wear one w%mn T'm climbing on a bus in Piccadilly !

“Ha, ha,-ha!” =2 -

“You silly ass, you'd naturally close tt before getting on
a bus,” said Kangaroo. :

“Oh, ean yon close it 7" asked Blake.

. “Of course you can!” growled Kangaroo. “You've only
got to touch the bution and the whole thing folds up into
“an ordinary hat again.”

*“And then you get a shower-bath ?” asked Monty.

“Rats! Pve thought it all out,” said Noble. “There's a
water-tight compartment in the top of the hat, and when you
get home you simply empty it.”

He was rather piqued. His audience, apparently, was not
taking his invention seriously. He had spent a lot of time
o? it—over threc weeks, in fact—and he was rather proud
of if. -

“How about ladies?” asked Lowther politely. “Have you
made a special® model for ladies? One with feathers and
things vound the top? You might have some ribbons
‘hanging behind, concealing a hidden gutter.”

*“Ha, ha, ha ! = 2

“This hat is for gentlemen,” retorted Noble stiffly. “Of
course, I shall make some. improvements yet——"

“Such as & chin-strap?’ asked Blake. “If you don’t have
& chin-strap, you'll lose the thing as=socon as a gust of wind
comes along.” -y

“ Just what I was thinkin’, deah boy,” said D’Arcy.

“You silly asses, you've only got to put your head to the

wind, ‘and the hat automatically keeps on!” replied Noble.
“You see, the principle is so sound that—— Whoa!: What
the merry— Ow.!”. . : : ¢

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Very opnortinely a gust of wind had just swept round the ;
School House, and Noble only just rescued his hat .in. the :
The wind had playfully got beneath the

nick of time.
umbrella, and had lifted the whole contrivance off its
inventor's head, . s

Tne Gexn LiBraRY.—No. 997,
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s and whenait’'ss wet, it drips all over your' shoes, }
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starts you press a button.”

*_ Price 2d.

Noble jammed it on again, with an air of defiance.
“I wasn’t prepared,” he said grufily.
Anocther gust of wind came down, and the edge of the

I umbrella wobbled ominously, and something snapped. The
next:second the entire contrivance seemed to collapse.
“ Yaroooooh ” howled Noble, dancing about madly.
v “Hid, ha, ha!” . Sbct
“Help! Whooooop !” gasped the Australian junior. *“Hi,

quick! Ow! Something seems
The others rushed to his a

remotved. Kangaroo rubbed his head gingerly. @

L Owcrumbs ! he gasped. ““About half a dozen of those

giddy spikes came adrift and dug into my napper! Groooh !

Tm hurt!” > s e ®

“Here endeth the first lesson I murmured-Monty Lowther.
“The first and the last, T should say,” said Bernard Glyn.
“X'd like to congratulaie you, Kangaroco,  old man, but this .

seems to be a sad moment.” : .

Noble looked at the wreckage ruefully. £
“ After all the trouble I took, too!” he said. “The

Ermcnple'» ail right, though—you ¢an’t get~away from that.

3 e}::p{*(‘[ I've used the wrong materials.” I made’the hat too

ight.” - ST 5
. **Ha, ha, ha!t? : . :

“Perhaps youw'll let me go now?” asked Racke sourly, “I'm
not interested in these kiddish inventions.”? - -
“Haven't you perfected your great patent yet?” asked

Lowther in surprise.. it : HE

“What great patent?” PYTS

“Why, I understood thatsvou were getting- out a device -
for altering the spots
was it _a ‘patent for
leaves'the cigarette?

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Very funny,” sneered Racke.
than that, Lowther,
clown 1 :

He stalked off. and Lowther turned red.
< “Bai Jove! That was wathah a nasty one,” said Arthur
Augustus. “1f I were you, Lowthah, I should give him a
feahful thwashin’ |” .

Monty grinned.

“He's not worth it,” he replied lightly.

Baggy" Trimble was running after Racke, having spotted
him from the tuckshop. He reached the black sheep of the
S}?e(lil just as the latter was bringing his bicycle out of the
shed.

“1 say,: Racke——-"

“Geb qut of my way "’ snapped Racke.

“I want to tell yon something about your jigger.”

“I don’t want to hear itV .- -

“If youw'll lend me that half-crown, ’'Hl—— Yaroococop !”

Baggy reeled over backwards as Racke gave him a violent
push. He sat down in 2 puddle and roared.

“Ow! You rotter!”

“Bit there, an’ cool off !’ said Racke acidly.

_“I sha'n’t tell you now!” yelled Trimble. “I sha’n’t tell
youk:'a,,r’lythmg, and it’ll serve you right if you break your
neck !

Racke paused as he-was about to mount,

“What do you mean—break my neck?” he demanded.

“ Nothing !” hooted Trimble. *“Go and eat coke!”

“If you've done something to this bike—-"

““ Yah !f! = - v

Trimble bolted, thoroughly disgusted with Racke and
life in general. Baggy was always discontented on a damp
afternoon. He never knew what to do with himself, and
most of the fellows were ecither irritable or short-tempered.

“I hope that rotter comes a cropper!” he muttered, as
he paused behind the door of the gym.. “I wanted to tell
him, but he wouldn’t let me. Not likely! Mean beast!”

Trimble’s information had been somewhat important.

Strictly speaking, he should have reported the matter to
Racke without any demand for cash. But Trimble badly
wanted that hali-crown loan.

Racke's bicycle chain, in fact, was weak.

In cleaning the machine, Trimble had discovered that .
one of the links was half-broken. The chain still operated,
but there was every possibility of its snapping. - ;

Racke, on his way down from Rylcombe Lane, was rather
worried. o .

He felt that there was something wrong with his machine,
but he was quite certain that Trimble would never have
dared to tamper with it. However, as no mishap occurred,
Racke thought of other matters. ;

There was no hard riding on the way to Rylcombe, and
so the chain was not soverely tested. 1t held. And Aubrey
Racke arrived at the Green Man without disaster.

He didn't actually stop  outside that questionable little
public:house, but he went farther on, and entered the post-
office. Here he purchased a couple of stamps, and when
he came out.he 'took stock of his surroundings. =

He wanted to be certain that his movements were not

to have gone wrong!” ° .
stance, and the wreckage ‘was

isuming cigarette-smoke the instant it

.

1 “If you can’t do better
you'll soon lose your reputation as a

being observed, . Fle would get into serious trouble if a

on playing-cards,” sa#d Lowther. “Or "~
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issosound that— Whoa ! What the merry—— Ow

‘‘ You see,'’ said Noble, ¢ you've only got to put your head to the wind, and the hat automatically keeps on.
19 Vary opportunaly a gust of wind swept round the School House,
got beneath the umbre!la, and lifted the whole contrivance oft its inventor’s head !

The principis

(See Chapter 3.)

prefect or a master saw him slinking into the Green Man,
for, naturally enough, none of the St. Jim's fellows were
allowed to patronise public-houses.

But Aubrey Racke need not have concerned himself.

On this drizzly afternoon the village was deserted. When
he actually did make a bolt towards the back door of the
little inn there wasn’t a soul in sight.

But Racke felt relieved. ]

. “Neatly done, Master Racke,” chuckled Mr. Joliffe, the
landlord. “But I ain’t so sure that I ought to allow you
here in the arterncon, like this. I might get my licence
took away.”

“Rubbish !” said Racke. “You can tell that to the
marines. Nobody ‘can take your licence away for sheltering
a guest. D'm the only chap to catch it hot, if I'm spotted.”

Mzr, Joliffe, who knew this, grinned.

“Well, your friend ain’t arrived,” he said, leading the
way into the little back parlour. “Late, ain’t he?”

'Racke glanced at his watch. :

“Yes, he ought to have been here ten minutes ago,” he
said. ““Confound him!”

“Don’t you be disappointed if he don't turn up,” said
the landlord. ‘I know them sort. Can’t be relied on no-
how. I'll let you know as soon as he cemies in, Master
Racke.”

“Thanks.”

The landlord departed, and the blade of the Shell was
left to himself.

His thoughts were none too amiable. His shady acquaint-
ance was alrcady overdue, and Racke did not deccive him-
self. The chances were the man wouldn’t turn up at all.
And Racke had badly wanted to collect that money off
him. It was only a matter of a pound or two, but Racke
had an idea that he would never see the eolour of it.

He wasn’t in any pressing need  of money, but Racke
was one of those fellows who considered himself to be a
very big man. And he never felt the part unless he had
pleniy of monew in his pocket. He had had a bad stroke
of luck with a ““gee-gee ”’ the previous day. Not that this
experience was likely to teach him a lesson.

Racke considered that he was fully as “doggish ™ as
either Cutts or Prye of the Fifth. Being short of funds
was a secrious affair for Racke, for it debarred him. from
playing cards with the other shady “sportemen.” of St.
Jim’s.

And Lere he was, down to shillings,

“Rats!” he muttered disgustedly, after twenty minutes
had elapsed.  “The swindlin’ blighter isn’t comin™! T
might have expected it. Now I'm dished!” :

He got up restlessly and went to the window. Tt was .
raining harder than ever, and the very road had taken on
a depressing, mournful aspect. Racke was beginning to
feel that life was gloomy.

“Bettor get back, I suppose,” he muttered, as an idea

4 Tar Gem Lierary.—No, 997.
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once thrown him into a ditch.

6 Every Wednesday.

becurred Tohim. - “T1l try-old’ Glampe.
him for a fiver.” = 5
somewhat forlorn hope, but there was no
1 vith the idea. Leslie Clampe, of the New
House Shell,- not the kind. of fellow to lend money
casily, even to- d- crony like Racke.. Stil}; it.was one .
thing to know that Clampe had plenty of money.
- Racke was preparing to go when he gave a start. He
gould hear voices. Perhaps that man had come, after all!
He sat down again, and two strangers were ushered into
the little parlour.: =

‘:Pycxr'bap.’s-i can touil'ch :

+ This wa
harm in %

G e : CHAPTER 4.
b Racke Strikes a Bargain !

ACKE felt a pang of disappointment.

These men. were not of the type he desired {o
see. Obviously, "they were not connected with his
own racing friend. In fact, they were in no way

_cognected with racing at all; if Aubrey Racke was any
judge. :

One was tall and slim, and the other stoutish and jovial-
looking. They were both well dressed, and had the air of
prosperous commercial travellers. But Racke wondered
what possible business they could be transacting in a sleepy
village like Rylcombe. e .

The men looked at him curiously.

““’Afternoon !”” said Racke, nodding.

“How do!” said the stoutish man, nodding.

It seemed to Racke that they both regarded him with
distrust for a moment and even with a trace of apprehen-
sion. He couldn’t” quite understand it. He had never seen
them before in his life. 2 4

“ Wretched day,” said the taller of the pair. “From St.
Jim’s, aren’t you?’ : : : :

“Yes,” said Racke, nodding.

“““Do they allow you to hang about in these places?”

““Well, not exactly,” replied Racke, with a smile. “But
Mr. Joliffe is a pal of mine. On the strict Q.T. vou know.
I don’t believe in bein’ goody-goody an’ dull. I like a bit
of sport now an’ again.””

No more was said -for- the moment.

Drinks were brought in for the pair, and Racke sat in his
own chair, slightly interested. A glance out of the window
had shown him that it was raining harder, and he decided-
to - wait a bit. -

His companions scarcely seemed. at their ecase. :

For if Racke had never seen them before, there wero
some other St. Jim’s fellows who had. ot

And the twain were not quite comfortable in his presence.

In fact, they were rather daring in coming to Rylcombe
at all. For these men. were Mr. Twist and Mr. Martin,
the two rascals who had made repeated attempts of late to
get hold of Bernard Glyn’s erudc-oil carburettor.

They had seen this device quite by accident one day in
Wayland, and being apparently gentlemen of leisure, they
had remained in the neighbourhood ever since.

Mr. Twist was a man with considerable motoring experi-
ence, and he had known, after a very cursory examination,
that Glyn’s carburettor was a winner. He had decided to
secure 1t.’ = ? :

At first it ‘'had seemed quite a simple task.

Mr. Twist’s idea was to approach the boy and get him
to sell the thing for a mere pound or two. But this idea
had soon been knocked on the ‘head. There had been a
few complications, because the rascals had mistaken Skim-
pole for the inventor of the carburettor, and they had even
gone to the length of kidnapping the unfortunate Skimmy.

Still more daring, they had boldly entered the school,
had ransacked Glyn’s study, and had got away swith the
carburettor, only ‘to discover, upon examination, that it
was a rough experimental model, minus the vital section
which vaporised the crude-oil. - °

Mr. Martin had wanted to give up the whole thing and
clear out. But the other man was an obstinate loser. He
refused to give up the chase so lamely.

“We’ll have one more shot, Martin,” he had declared.
“We'll stay at the village inn and see what comes along.”

And Aubrey Racke had come along.

At the moment, neither Mr. Twist nor Mr. Martin saw
any possibilities in Racke. : But' they dared not go near
St. Jim’s again, and their only possible course was to get
hold of Glyn's carburettor by means of an intermediary.

Mr. Twist was an astute man.

Racke, he could see, was not the healthy type of school-
boy. He was a very different fellow from those who had
And his very presence in
this public-house denoted: the. fact that he was s(l)methmg
in the nature of 'a hlack . sheep. Mr. Twist was well
aequainted with the methods of. public’schools.

“ Waiting for somebody 7 asked Mr., Twist, at length,
as though to make conversation.
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“No,” said Racke. “I was, but Ive given it up. The
beggar hasn’t turned up. A bookie chap.” . . 3 -
“Oh!”.said Mr. Twist. “They’re unreliable customers,
at the best, unless, of course, you deal with the big ones.
But surely you’d get the sack if any of your masters heard
about this?” = ;
Aubrey Racke laughed. :

“Life wouldn’t be worth living unless we took a chance

~now and again,” he replied lightly, “It’s pretty dull at a

hole like St. Jim’s.”
“Se I understand,” said Mr. Twist. “I happen to know
a gentleman in this neighbourhood—Mr, Glyn. I under-
stand his son is at the school.” .
“That’s right,” said Racke.
“Friend of yours?”’
“Not exactly,” replied Racke dryly.
Glyn's set. Too slow for me.

“I don’t mix with
Glyn and Tom Merry and

| Blake and that ecrowd would scalp me for bein’ in a pub.

They’re a saintly lot.”

Mr. Martin was rather uneasy. He did not like his com-.

panion’s cross-examination. Racke was quite interested. He
pretended to be indifferent, but he had an idea that these
men had an axe to grind. They would surely not have
become so friendly otherwise. :

He thought he saw an explanation of their presence. They
were probably the agents of some big firm who wanted to
put a_deal over on Glyn’s father. And if they could get in
with Bernard Glyn himself it might help them.

“T'd rather like to meet this young Glyn,” said Mr, Twish
casually., “I hear he’s something of an inventos.”

“Oh, he fools about with mechanical things, I dare say !”
le'd Iﬁacke. “I don’t take any interest in that sort of

ing. :

*What's his latest concoction ?”’

‘No good askin’ me,” said Racke. “I couldn’t tell
you—— Oh, yes, though! That carburettor of his 2

He paused and caught his breath in. 2

And in that. flash Racke had got the measure of his meir.
The very thought of Bernard Glyn’s carburettor had started
his memory working. There had been a good bit of talk
towards the end of the previous ‘week. Two men had got
into the School House, and had walked off with some of
Glyn’s stuff. Racke hadn’t taken much notice at the time.

“Oh, a carburettor!” said Mr. Twist indifferently, “Oh,
well I suppose these boys have their own amusements——"

o g’ou’ can’t fool me!” grinned Racke.

“Rh

“I've got your measure,” said the black sheep of the Shell.
“You’re rather interested in the carburettor, aren’t you?”

Mr. Twist looked at him keenly.

“How can I be?” he asked.
before.” '

“No ?” said Racke mockingly.

“Confound your impudence—— - :

“Rats!” grinned Racke. “ You didn't get into the School
House last week an’ toddle off with some of Glyn’s tin-pet
mechanism, did you?” :

Mr. Twist was rather alarmed.

“You young fool !” hegsaid angrily. “What nonsense——"

“Oh, you needn’t worry. - I sha’n’t give you away,” smiled
Racke. “As far as I'm concerned, you're welcome to the
beastly carburettor. Good luck to you if you get hold of it!”

“Gosh !’ muttered Mr. Martin, feeling his brow. :

“I suppose there’s something in it—eh?” went on Racke.
“Commercial possibilities, an’ all that? Well, Glyn’s father
is practically a millionaire, so you won’t be robbin’ anybody
iflyou ’borr'ow his patent an’ put it on the market for your-
selves.” '

Mr. Twist.could see that he could be quite frank with this
rascally youngster. In fact, he saw something else. "Racke
had apparently been sent by Providence. He was, in a way,
the missing link.

Mr. Twist drew his chair up.

“Look here, young man,” he said quietly, “are you ready
to earn a tenner?” .

“Ten pounds?” said Racke. - ¢Try me!”

“I can see that it’s no good bluffing you—-". :

“Not a bit,” interrupted Racke coclly. “I've got you
taped !”

“ All right, we’ll be frank,” said the man. “ As a matter
of fact, my friend and I are in the motor business, and we're
particularly interested in that carburettor. '
there’s any chance of Glyn selling us the rights?”

“Not one in a thousand.” o

“Weld give you a-tenner if you could work the thing for
us—-" ) - :

“Glyn wouldn’t sell for fifty times that amount,” inter-
rupted Racke. . “ He’s got bis father behind him, and moncy
doesn’t interest liim, anyhow. It’s no gooed you tryin’ to buy
the thing. Far better borrow it.”

“Borrow it 7% - e

“Didn’t you try to borrow it last week 2 :

“You're a smart kid}” growled Mr. Twist. “Look here,

“I've never heard of it
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we'll get right down to business. If vou'll bring that car. |}

burettor down here this evening, and then forget all about
it, T'll give you ten pounds.”

“Nothin' doin't!”

£ Of course, I’'m only joking,” said Mr. Twist hastily. “I
want to do e square deal with the boy——" . 5

“Make it twenty, an’ yow'll have that carburettor,” said
Racke coolly.

This time Mr. Twist mopped his brow. He had been
afraid that he had gone too far—that Racke would not
countenance the deliberate theft of Glyn's device.

For that, of course, was what the suggestion amounted 1o.

“Oh, you'll take twenty, will you?” asked Mr. Twist, with
velief. 3 5
=S4 Pwenty, an’ it’s yours,’
fellow.

Here was a good chance to gef some money!
Racke was not particularly troubled with a conscience, and
he set no store on Bernard Glyn’s invention. If these men
were fools enough to pay good money in order to get hold
of it that was their concern. Personally, Racke thought the
thing was worthless.

And so he told himself that no harm could be done by
purloining the apparatus and handing it over.

The job would be guite simple.

His own study was in the same passage, and he could
watch his opportunity, It would be a minute’s work to
slip into Study No. 11, find the carburettor, and remove it.
When Glyn discovered his loss he would assume that those
men had been in again, Nobody would ever dream of sus-
pecting Racke.

‘And, later, he could slip down to the Green Man, collect
his money, and the thing would be over,

. Racke had it all planned out nicely.

> replied the unscrupulons Shell

CHAPTER 5.
A New Developiment!
$4 S, T'll do it for twenty,” said Racke complacently.
“You voung scamp!” growled Mr. Tiwist. I
thought you were too honest for the job when vou
started objecting, and now I find that all you
want is more money. You won’t get twenty!”
“Then you won't get the carburettor,” drawled Racke.
“Look here, my young spark, business is business,” said
Mr, Twist grimly. “Twenty pounds is e big sum, and
double the amount I offered. I don’t mind risking a tenner
on this thing, but no more, - The chances are that it'll prove
worthless.”
“QOh, it’s a marvellous invention!” said Racke dryly.
“T'll pay you ten if you bring it down here—-"
“Twenty!”
¢ And another ten if it proves the goods,” said Mr. Twist.
“By’ gad!” said Racke. “What do you take me for--a
mug ¥
“No,” said Mr. Twist. “I apologise. I can see that
youw're not a mug. You're afraid I’ll forget the other tenner
“eh? Well, lot’s split the difference, and settle it at fifteen.”
“Done !” said Racke promptly.
He hadn’t expected as much as this, even, and he was
feeling victorious.
“AE right, young ’un, what time can you be down here?”
asked Twist.

“Better leave it open,” replied Racke. “I can't give any

definite hour, but it’ll probably be between seven and nine.

And what about a fiver on aceount, just to show there’s no
ill-feelin’ ?”

Myr. Twist smiled.

“You'd like it, wouldn’t you ?”* he vetorted. “No, my lad.
You'll get your money when you bring the apparatus, and
not before.” You might run off with the fiver, and call it a
day. I've been stung before. You won't find me tricky
when you deliver the moods.”

“Well, say a couple of guids

“You can say it if you like, but there’s nothing doing,”
interrupted Mr. Twist. “You do your work and you'll get
paid, It’s one of my principles never to pay people in
advance.”

Racke rose to his feef. =

“You win!” he grinned. I thought I'd try it on, any-
how. But if I don’t see the money to-night—-—" :

“You'll see it.”

Racke nodded and went out. - He was feeling very pleased
with himself. Fifteen pounds was a big sum, even for him;
and, as far as he could see, it wxas an absolute certainty.
These fellows would never dare to choke him off without
any money, after he had brought the carburettor. A game
of that sort would bé too risky, for Racke could give them
away. For their own sakes they would keep faith.

After he had gone Mr. T'wist took a deep breath.

“That was easy !” he said, reaching for the whisky-bottle.

“By gosh, you scared me!” said Mr. Martin, lifting his
glass. ¥ I'm not sure that it’s safe, Twist. That boy——"
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“Safe as houses!” interrupted Mr. Twist. Do you think
the boy dave blab? He'd get expelled from the school if a
word of this came out.”

Well, I'm jumpy,” confessed the other,

“You needn’t be,” chuckled Mr, Twist. “This boy is just
the very link we needed. He can get that carburettor, and
bring it down to us, without anybody being the wiser. It's a
cext, end we can make ourselves comfortable here until this
evening.” :

Racke, in the meantime, was cycling home. He was well
aware that he was venturing near the cdge with this pro-
position. Fle was sailing near the wind.

But he badly needed money, and fifteen pounds was a
prize worth taking.

And so easy to get hold of, too! That was
of it. : 2

Tt wasnit a time for hesitation, either.

The entries had to be handed in on the morrow, and
there would be no further opportunity of getting hold of
Glyw's invention oice it had been placed in the lecture-hall
with the other ©exhibits.” It was this cveuing, or never.

Racko rather regretted that he hadn’t told Mr. Twist of
this. for the information might have given the man such a
jolt that he would have sprung that other fiver.

However, it was no good thinking about that now.

“1 ghall be all vight if T get the fifteen,” said Racke
complacently. “Ot course, it'll need some cautious work,
but I'm not scared of that, Even it T'm found in Glyn's
study, I can trot out the excuse that I'm leskin’ for him.
I sha'n't"be suspected——" <

Crack! 5

With a sudden sickening jolt ‘Aubrey Racke’s right foot
<hot down. IHe was just at the top.of his pedal stroke, and
the chain broke at that crucial second.

Racke swerved giddily, and he skidded on the wet surface
and lost control.

Crash!

“Yowp ¥

Racke gave a velp of pain as be hit the ground. He sat
up in the muddy road, his face screwed up with pain. Oue
of the pedals bad caught Lim a terrific whack on the shin.

“Oh gad!” he groaned. “Confound! What the——"

He picked himself up painfully, and lifted his machine
A glance was enough to assure him that there was no greas
damage. The chain had smashed. A suspicion occurred to
Racke.

“I'It flay Trimble alive for this!” he muttered. “Tha
vindictive little beast! TI'lli bet he took out the bolt from
that link! No, I don’t suppose he did, though.”

Racke remembered that Trimble had tried to warn him
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and that he had refused to listen. He wound the chain
round the stay, and prepared to walk to St. Jim’s.

“Confounded nuisance!” he muttered savagely. “Thank
goodness, the rain’s stopped, anyhew. I’ll ask Trimble what
the deuce he means by not tellin’ me about this chain, the
young worm! He knew all the time!” * - =

He tramped on, consoling himself by thinking of the things
that he would do to Baggy Trimble. Then he noticed the
approach of a stranger. A man was coming along the lane,
trundling' a clumsy kind of truck. It was littered with pots
and pans, and a small brazier, with a glowing fire in it, was
hanging from the under-carriage.

A travelling tinker, obviously.

Racke scarcely gave the man a thought, and would have
passed him by. But the tinker was apparently a man of

business. He touched his cap and pulled his truck to a

halt.

“ Accident, sir?” he asked. =3

“Eh?” said Racke. =

“Trouble with the chain, young gent?”

“Yes, the confounded thing’s broken!” 3

“T’1l repair it for a shilling, sir,” said the tinker eagerly.
- Racke hesitated.

“How long will it take?” he asked. PR

“Not more than ten minutes, I suppose, siv, if it ain't 0o
bad,” said the man. “Let’s.have a look at its I'll soon put
you right!” : : & -

Racke allowed the man fo take his machine. After all,
there was no tearing hurry, and the rain had stopped. And
it was better to have the chain mended straight away.

“Only a simple break, siv,” said the tinker cheerily.

“ All right—go ahead!” . C e : :

The tinker was a smallish kind of man, with rather a
refined face and a bronzed complexion. :
most of his time in the open air. He looked a simple sort,
too.

“Rum weather, sir,”’ he commented, as he got to work on
the chain.

“Yes,” said Racke. >

He wasn’t feeling particularly talkative. Aubrey Racke
was several kinds of snob, and he did not believe in
encouraging the tinker by chatting with him in a familiar
way. : ;

I{a,cke’s attention wandered to the pots and pans and the
general impedimenta of this iravelling workshop. T}lere was
a soldering-iron and an emery-wheel and a small grindstone.

Racke became interested in a pecnliar-looking ketile
which stood on the top of the truck close to him. Racke
wasn't at all attracted by kettles in general, but this one
was different. s =

It scemed to be quite a novelty, in fact. :

Racke picked it up out of idle curiosity, and turned it over.

- ““ Ah, T doubt you won’t make much o’ that, sir,” said the
tinker, smiling. - %

“Rot!” said Racke. “It’s a kettle, isn’t it7"7-

“Ay, it's a kettle, sure enough; but I'll wager von've
never seen the like!” said the man, with a touch of pride in
his veice.

“As it happens,
said Racke sarcastically.

T'm not particularly keen on kettles,”
“Hadn’t you better get on with

vour work, instead of talking about kettles? I'm in a
hurry.” : ; ==
“Beg pardon, young gent!” said the man, quite

unruffied.

But as he proceeded with his task he shot ene or iwo
glances at Racke. And there seemed to he a ceriain satis-
faction in his eyes when he noted that Racke was examining
that kettle with even greater interest than before.

CHAPTER 6.
Racke Gets An Idea!
HE kettle was certainly interesting.

: Obviously, it.was hand made. And. quite as
obvicusly, it was the work of this travelling tinker.
Under any other circumstances, Racke would not

have given it a second glance.

But with time on his hands, he looked at it guiie closely.

“My own idea, sir,” remarked the tinker.

“Oh!” said Racke. “I didn’t know that kettles were
new. I've always understood they were quite an old
institution. We're always learnin’ things, of course.”

He intended to be facetious, but this sort of thing was
lost upon the simple tinker,

“Yes, I thought it out a year or two ago first of all,” he
remarked chattily., “Didn’t do much with i# at first—hadn’t
the time. But I've managed to get it made, between jobs,
23 you might say. I ain’t a boastful man, sir, but I will
claim as that kettle is a fair masterpicce. I never sce the
like of it, anyhow!”

“It’s pretty roughly made,” said Racke disparagingly.
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““Oh, mebbe ! agreed the itinerant. ““T ain’t saying nothin®
about the make of it. Just rough tin, sir, and copper
tubes. All made on this cart o’ mine, between whiles. But
it’s the idea that’s the thing. A rare idea, si

i sir, although
it’s me own, an’ mebbe I shouldn’t say so. I call it my

. patent geyser kettle,”

“ Well, get on with that chain!” said Racke tartly.

The tinker grinned.

“I'm one o them as can whistle an’ drive, sir,” he
replied.. ““Joe Brass—that’s me. I ain’t known much about
these parts, but there ain’t many villages in Hampshire
that don’t welcome old Joe when he trundles in.”

“Thought you’d have a look at Sussex—eh 77

“That’s the idea, sir,” smiled the tinker. *Fact is, I've
got an uncle up Abbotsford way, an’ he’s ailin’. Thought 1
might as well come a bit out o’ my tracks an’ have a look at
the pore old chap. Business all the way, so to speak., Chaps
like us ean’t afford to take ’olidays, sir. ut it ain't a bad
life, on the ’ole!”

Racke was losing some of his irritability.

- 'The sociable nature of Joe Brass was catching. The man
was so obviously good-natured that it was almost impossible
to remain unpleasant with him.  Besides, he was harmless
enough. ;

.~ Racke turned the kettle over again, and became interested
in a large number of copper tubes which wound round and
about the base. Many of them went straight into the body
of the kettle,

There was no ordinary spout, either, but a kind of tap,
low down in the hody of the kettle, rotruding a good
distance outwards. .

“The thing’s dotty!” said Racke, curiosity- getiing the
better of his snobbishness. “You can’t put this kettle on an
ordinary fire——"’ y :

‘““Ah, you don’t understand the idea of it, sir!” said Joe
Brass. ““That kettle will produce boiling water quicker than
any other kettle in the world! Sounds hoastful, don’t it?
But I've tested it! You can put cold water in that thing,
an’ within thirty seconds—twenty-eight, to be exact, by this
very watch o’ mine—there’s continuous boilin’ water comin’
out of it!” :

“Rot!” said Racke incredulously.

: = ,:act, sirl” said Joe Brass. “An’ it's me own invention,
(00.” ;

“Invention!” muttered Racke, with a start.

“Yes, young gent,” said the man. ‘““A rare time I've
spent on the plannin’ of it, I can give you my word!”

“You just put it on the fire, an’ get boilin’ water 7"

“ Within thirty seconds.”

“Just the sort of thing for the home, I should imagine,”
said Racke, with & grin. “Not a bad idea for our school
studies, either. How would she work on a spirit stove ?”

“Couldn’t have nothin’ better,” replied Joe Brass.

“Boilin’ water in thirty seconds—eh 7” mused Racke.
don’t believe it, of course——"

“I'll show it ve, if you like!” said the man quickly.
“Soon as I've finished this chain, I'll boil ’er for you.”

“All right, T'll time it.”

“An’ so ye may!” replied the tinker.

It was easy to see that he was piqued. He didn't like any
doubts cast upon his little invention. The thing was a
thoroughly workmanlike job, and its crudities were of minor
importance. It was the 1dea that mattered.

Racke stood watching Joe Brass as he finished the chain.
Bui_he wasn’t thinking of the chain at all. His mind was
dwelling on that kettle. .

And to-morrow was the last day for entering for the
“Inventions * Competition! Aubrey Racke’s cunning brain
was working rapidly. This kettle, as he could see, was
just the type of thing that any schoolboy could have made.
Many fellows of a handy turn of mind, with a good solder-
ing set, could have built this ingenious article, once the
idea had been mapped out. ;

Racke had never done any soldering, but that point did
not concern him in the least,

This man was simple, and he would probably sell his -
kettle without a qualm. And Racke could enter it in the
competition, and walk off with the second prize of twenty-
five pounds! ‘

It was a big thought,

An even bigger one occurred to him. Perhaps this kettle
might be awarded the first prize of fifty pounds! Racke
grew quite excited at the idea. After all, the thing com-
plied with every possible rule of the competition—far more
so, indeed, than the majority of the other entries.

It was simple, it was cheap to produce, it was of universal
appeal, and it was totally novel in design. The judges, in
iooking over the many weird and wonderful contrivances,
would immediately pounce on this as a sound, reliable joh.

Yes, it might even win the first prize

The fact that his thoughts were grossly dishonourable did
not occur to Aubrey Racke at all.

Hitherto, he had regarded the competition with contempt

“r
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¢ Qet out of the way ! ”’ snapped Racke.
you’ll lend me half-a-crown {’ll—Yarcoop ! ”’
Racke gave him a viclent push.

¢ But—but 1§ want to t:ll you about your jigger,” said Baggy Trimbie.
The fat Fourth-Former broke off suddenly and reelsed over backwards as
He sat down in a puddlie and roarad.
Racke acidly.

& §F

“Wow !’ ‘ Now sit there, an’ cool off ! '’ said
(Nee Chapter 3.)

—realising full well that he was quite out of it. But this
chance mecting with Joe Brass might make all the differ-
ence ! - s

The kettle would get one of the thiee top prizes, without
any question whatever. Even the third prize of ten pounds
was worth taking. And who would know? :

Racke would boldly state that he had made his kettle in
secret—even away from the school, should any of the
juniors prove inquisitive-on the subject. He would declare
that he had sprung it as a surprise on the last day.

Some of the fellows might be sceptical, but they couldn't
prove anything. By to-morrow this tinker would be clear
out of the village: and by the time the prizes were awarded
he would be clear of the district altogether,

Yes, it was a chance in a thousand.

:'Tfmre you are, sir!” said the tinker briskly.
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Racke looked up with a start,

“She’s all right now, young gent,” said Joe Brass, jerk-
ing his head in the direction of the bicycle. ‘As trim as
ever. That’ll be a shillin’, if you please, sir.”

Racke paid the money, and added a further sixpence.

“That’s all right!” he said generously. “You can look
upon the tanner as a tip.

“You're a real gent, sir!”

Racke laughed.

“Well, T'll .be goin’,” he said.

“Ain’t you goin’ to see the kettle, s 5

“Oh; yes!” said Racke, pausing. “I suppose I'd betier
see it boilin’. There’s nothing like havin’ the thing proved,
is there?”

He deliberately pretended to be careless.  Not for a
moment had-he intended to depart, but he did not want
the tinker to imagine that he was at all keen. A glance
up and down the voad had assured him that nobody was

~within sight. -

And nobody was likely to be, either. Tt was just begin-
ning to drizzle again, and it was tea-time. KEverybody at
St. Jim's would be busy.

“Go ahead!” said Racke, yawning.

said Joe Brass.

¢ Good-afternoon——>
4

. bursting out.

Joe Brass produced a small 'spirit-stove, and he soon had
it going. It was one of the roaring type, and gave out a
strong, powerful flame,

“Tve got plenty o’ water in this can, sir,” he said, as he
took hold of the kettle. “You can see for yourself that
I’'m only puttin’ cold watér into it.”

“Yes, that's plain enough.,” agreed Racke.
can’t tell me that it'll boil within half a minute!
born yesterday!”

The man chuckled. He was obviously enjoying himself
immensely. He wanted to see this schoolboy’s discomfiture
when this remarkable kettle functioned.

“Got your watch, sir?” he asked. “There, he’s on!”

-“Right!” said Racke. “I've noted the time.”

He watched the second-hand of his watch, and when
twenty-eight seconds had ticked away, he looked up sharply.

“Well?” he said. “Where’s your boilin® water?”

Zurrrrh!

“The

“But you
I wasn’t

3

ere you are, sir!” -shouted the tinker exultantly.
“Thirty seconds to a fraction!  She  always gives that
signal when she starts boilin’!”

He took one of his pans, and turned that curious tap
on the kettle. A bubbling stream -of beiling water came
Aubrey Racke was convinced. It was only

with difficulty that he controlled his excitement.

“That’s pretty good!” he admitted grudgingly.

“Never see the like, did ye, sir?”

“Wait a minute,” said Racke.
if you don't turn that tap on?”

Joe Brass gave a trinmphant cackle.

“Ah! You think she’ll bust, eh?” he chuckled. *Not
. she, voung gent-—not she! There’s a valve at the top, an’
if vou didn’t want no water, the whole lot would come out
in steam. Seo zafe, a child could use it. You see, over half
the water in this kettle is still -‘what you might call cold.

Some of it’s a bit hotter, an’ the rest ‘is boilin’. And as

long as you keep hLer over the fire, she’ll give boilin’

water.” *

“Jolly good!” satd Racke.

“What's goin® to Lappen
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“TIt seemed to-me Lha\‘ all ordinary kettles was wrong,”
eontinued Joe Brass. “Why should you wait for two or
three pints to boil when yon only wants half a pint? So
I sets my wits to work, an’ this little kettle o’ mine will
give you boilin® water within thirty aocondy—au keep on
givin’ from then wntil it’s emptv Ay. an’ there’s anothet
dd\antago too. After vou ve took half out. you can fill "er
up again with cold, an’ she’ll still keep on givin’ boilin’
water all the time!”

Racke was more and more thrilled. ““Seeing is believing,”
and Racke had seen. He was absolutdy certain that this
kettle would win either the first or second prize in the
competition—providing, of course, .thgt it was wmade fo
appear the work of a schoolboy.

Racke looked at Joe Bza~s keenly.

“By gad!” he said, “I rather like this litile gadget!
Just what I want for my study. How much do you went
for it9”

———

CHAPTER 7.
A Little Speculation!

OF. BRASS looked surprised.

J The idea of anybody buying his keitle was appar-

ently new to him. Racke was anxious, although he
pretended to be indifferent.

But he could see that the man was whole-heartedly in
love with this tin-and-copper child of his brain. He was
so full of pride of it that he was smiling all over his face
and bubbling with the pride of owmnlnp

“How much, sir?” he repeated. “Why, bless me,
pever thought—the fact is, she ain’c for bale sir.

“What rot!” said Racke, a pang of acute disappoint-
ment shooting through him. *“Not for sale! But vou
haven’t made this thing for your own use, have you? Tt's
not a toy !’

“No; but it’s the fust model T've turned out,” said Joe

T ain't

Brass. “I'd sell it to ye soon enough, sir, if Id anothel,
but T -ain't. No, she ain’t for salc, sir, axin’ your
pardon!”

Racke gritted his teeth.

It was just like losing fifty pounds! By this time his last
doubt had flown. He knew—he positively knew—that this
kettle would walk off with the first prize. Why, even
.Glyn’s carburestor would not stand a chance against it, for
Glyn’s invention was a motor attachment, and could not
possibly be called an article of universal appeal, such as a
kettle,

Racke looked at the tinker dosn)emto]v although he
strove to conceal this anxiety of his. Tho dishonesty _of
deliberately entering something which was not his own did
not occur to him.

“Ill tell you what,” he said, lifting up the ketile, and
looking at it. “It’s ou}y made of tin and a few copper
pipes. I've seen better kettles than this for halia-crown
~—although I'm willing to admit that the idea is good. Il
give you ten shillings for it.”

Joe Brass ~.liook his head very decidedly.

“No, sir,” he said. - “ Why, that took me weeks to think
out-—ay an’ many hours to make, too. T don’t count niy
time as very valuable, but ten shillin’s wouldn’t be no sort o’
payment. The tin an’ copper is worth about a shillin’, I
dare say, but that ain’t what counts. A young gent o’
your intelligence ought to know thal.”

Racke did know it, and fe laughed, :

“Oh, well; I don’t want to be mean,” he said,
give you a pmmd‘ =

Joe Brass allowed a puzzled expression to cross his face.
A pound was qxlltu a lot of money to him. Very often he
went a v hole day without making as much as five shillings.

“Is it a deal?” asked Racke.

“I'm rare sorry, young gent,” said the tinker in distress.
“1 can’t do it—1 jest ean’t part with ’er. I ain’t made no
plans of the thing, and, mebbe, I couldn’t make another
jest the same.”

This was a pilece of excellent news for Racke. TIf this
fellow was such a fool as to forget his own design, all the
better! Certainly, there would be no chance of him bring-
ing an action after Racke had had the kettle patented!

Racke could see that there was a fortune in it. Placed
on the market properly, it would bhe an ama/mg com-
miercial success.

““Oh, nonsense!” he said scoffingly, “Of course you
could make another. That’s all tommy-rot. Funny thing,
Pve set my heart on that kettle.”

“Can’t be done, sir,” said Joe Brass in a weaker tone.
Racke realised tlie mnecessity of inventing something
plausible. 'This man was probably a simpleton, but he had
had the brains to invent this kettlc and he nught think it
veculiar if Racke pe -fed without giving a reason.

*“We chaps at the school always like to go one better than
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one another,” he said laughingly. “I shall make all the
others 3Lalou'= you see, if I have that kettle in my study.
So I don’t care what i pay. - Hang it, I'm not mean! I'll
give you a couple of quid. No—two pounds ten'! Ther®
you are, Joe Brass—two pounds ten for your ketile!”™ -

The tinker stared incredulously.

“’]“(wo.,pounds ten !> he repeated, in an awed voict

est?

“She’s yours, sir!” said Joe Brass huskily.

That sum had been altogether too much for his resistance—
And he knew, inwardly, that he would be able to repro-
duce the kettle. In fact, a vague kind of business instinct
was begmmug to find bnth in Joe Brass” slow brain.

With two pounds ten he could get the materials to make
2 dozen of these kettles, and even more than a dozen!
I}wn he could sell them—

“She’s yours, sir!” he repeated.

“Right you are!” said Racke, hazdl\ able to restrain his
moatmg ]O) “T haven’t got the money on me, of course,
but if yow’ll bring that kettle up to the school in half an
hour, I'l} pay you in cash.”

“You ain’t got the money on you, young gent?’

“Of course not!” said Racke lightly. I dont go aboub
rolling in money. Come up to the school in half an hour—
no, twenty minutes, if you hke—and T’ll meet you at the
door of the New House.”

Racke had realised that he was
remembered that Clampe was
ing to Scrope. He would borrow this cash from Clampe,
and get the kettle straightaway.

Quickly, he gave the tinker duec(lom as to reaching the
\ew House.
~“*And don’t forget to wrap that kettle up well,” he added.
“I don’t want any of the other chaps to see it until later
on. I mean to play a little joke on them.”

“Ah, you boys!” smiled Mr. Brass. “Allus up to your
tricks ! 1

If Racke was pleased, so was Joe Brass. TFifiy shillings
struck him as being a colossal sum, and even now he could
hardly believe that he would get it. Racke, in his eager-
ness, made a tactful blunder here. He should certainlw
have told the tinker to remain where he was, ‘and he should
have fetched the money, and come down,

But in his exc!temuxf he chose the simpler way, and
never gave the matter a thought.

Without wasting any time, he jumped on his bieycle, and
cycled swiftly to St. Jim's. He leapt out of the saddle
against the New House doorway, and ran in. He hurried
upstairs to Leslie Clampe’s ~tud§ and burst in. Clampe
was alone, contrary to Racke’s expectations. He had antici-
pated that Serope would be there.

“Don t trouble to knock!” grmned Clampe.

“Sorry! I was in a hurry——"

“That’s all right, old bean!” said Clampe. “Just in
time for tea. Sit down an’ make yourself at home !™

*“Where’s Scrope?”_

Uampe s smile vanished, and he scowled.

“We were havin’ a game of banker, an’

ractlcal]y broke, bui he
rolling in money,” accord-

the blighter

choaied,f’ he said, “Of course, he swears he didn’t, but
T'm not ‘blind. Anyhow, we had a shindy, an’ he cleared
off.”

Raokc wasn’t sorry
“Well, look hcle Clampe, old man, I want you to lend
me three quid,” he said.

“Do yon know any more?” yawned Clampe.

“Any more what?”

“Fuuny jokes!”
“Coufound you, I'm not jokin’!” growled Racke.
“My mistake!” said Clampe. “I thoufrhr, you were !

“Y want three quid—"

“My dear man, why come to me?” asked the New House
scamp. “I'm not rollin’ in money—
~ “Scrope said you had plenty of it.”

“Serope’s a liar!”

Racke looked desperate. He had made his arrangement
with Joe Brass, and he would look an utter fool if he had
to back out of it mow. Besides, he stood a marvellous
chance of winning the top prize of fifty pounds., He leaned
over the table.

“Look here, Clampe, don’t be a pig!” he said gruffly.
“I've lent you quids an quids at different times. Lend me
three pounds now, an’ I'll pay you back on Saturday.
That’s a promise. Hang it, I'll pay you three pounds ten,
How- will that suit you?”
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Clampe glared.

“I don’t want any 1otten mtelest”’ he snorted. “It’s a
pxtv if one friend ecan’t accommodate another! You seem
20 blessed ‘keen on this money that I'll whack out. Three
All right !

He took a bundle of notes from his pocket and counted
out three of them

“Ifaven’t you got twe tens?” asked Racke anxiouslys
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“You're particular, aren't you?” said Clampe, as he
obliged. | ; : ;

“*Thanks, old man!” said-Racke, his .eyes glowing. “I
won'’t fail on Saturday !” i 5 :

¢ What -the deuce do you want this cash for so suddenly ?”
asked Clampe curiously.
bill 27 -

“Yes; somethin’ like that,” said Racke evasively, “In
fact, I've got to go out now—-—"

“Rats! Stop here to tea!” '

¢7'1l come back for tea in about a quarter of an hour,”
said Racke, edging towards the door. “If the -invitation
is still available, T’'ll accept then. Thanks, old man!
You're a good old scout!” . :

He passed out of the study before Clampe could say any-
thing further. 3

The black sheep of the New House sat looking thdught-—

fully at the closed door. He was frowning, too. He knew
that he could count on Racke to pay the money back, but
this in¢ident struck him as being mysterious.

“Clan’t make it out!” he said, shrugging his shoulders.
$Never saw old Racke in such a stew before!”

CHAPTER- 8.
Joe Brass Comes to Stay!

ACKE tramped down the stairs, and then he hung
R about in the New House doorway. If the tinker
“was ‘prompt, he would be here- within two-or three
minutes.
shouldn’t go out to meet him. . g
Ay this stage of the proceedings, Racke suddenly appreci-
ated that he should have arranged things like this at first.
He ‘made a move towards the gates, but then he came to
a halt. -

Joe Brass had just appeared.

Racke dodged back into the New House doorway. There
were one or two other fellows in sight, and he deemed it
unwise to meet the man in the open quad, so that every-
body could see the money transferred, and the parcel
exchanged. There were lots of suspicious fellows about,
decided Racke. 2

Joe Brass came up, and hesitated af the bottom of the
New House steps. S =S

“All right!” said Racke anxiously. “Come in -
% Ah, there you are, young gent!’ said the tinker. ° I
was beginnin’ to wonder—-" - s

“VYou needn’t wonder anythin’,” said Racke. You've
got that parcel? Good! Hand it over! Here’s your
money !” . z e ,

The transaction was completed within a_minute. ;

“Thank ye, young gent,” said Joe Brass gratefully.
¢Mebbe I'm taking advantage of ye. T'd like ye to"know
that that kettle o’ mine took a lot o’ thinkin’ out 2 :

“That’s all right,” said Racke hastily. * Bother the kettle !
A bargain’s a bargain, an’ I'm perfectly willin’ to Gt’ljck to it.
But look here—you can do me a t";avour, if you like.” -

* Anythin’ you say, young gent.” : =

“We%l, don’§t tell anybody that I've bought this Kettle off
vou,” said Racke. “I want to keep it a secret until Yo
morrow, an’ spring a surprise at a little party I'm givin’.
Tf vou tell any of the fellows, it’ll be all over the school
in no time.” i .

Joe Brass winked. :

“Teave it to me, sir,” he grinned. *‘I understand.”

“ An’ while you're about it, you'd better clear off as quickly
as you can,” said Racke. “If any of the masters see you
hangin’ about here, they might get annoyed.”

This, of course, was a gross misstatement. But Joe Brass
was not to know it. He touched his cap respectfully.

“Anythin’ you say, young gent,” he replied, “and thank
ve kindly.” et ] -

. Racke nodded, and went straight upstairs. = At first, he bad
intended carrying his prize across to his own study in the
School House. But Crooke was there, no doubt, and Crooke
would perhaps ask awkward questions.

So Racke went upstairs, and risked the chance 'of any of
the New House juniors meeting him. As luck would have
it, he reached one of the end cupboards of the upper passage,
and he quickly opened it. Then he thrust his parcel on to
the top shelf, and closed the door again.

“Phew!” he whistled. “Thank goodness

He went straight back to Clampe’s study, and tramped

122

m.

“Well, here I am!” he announced cheerily.

“You soon got rid of the tailor !” said Clampe.

“The tailor 7 :

“QOr was it a bookie?” grinned Clampe.-

“Oh, that fellow!” said Racke hastily. “Blow him! TLet’s
have some tea, old bean! Thanks muchly for the loan! . 1
won't forget you on Saturday.” : : .

¢ Somebody : dunnin’ you for a.

In fact, there was no reason why Racke.

- of the New House, downstairs.

“In the meantime, Mr. Joe Brass was malking his ﬁ'ay out
And, as luck would have

.it, Figgins & Co., the cheery trip of the New House Fourth,

came tramping up the steps... They were tired and hungry,
after a long trudge.in the drizzle. " But Figgins & Co. were.

. cheery enough. A little rain did not frighten them.

.a glance at the sky.

*“ Hallo !” said George Figgins, * Visitors !”

‘“ At least, one visitor!” said Kerr.

Joe Brass touched his cap.. . g
*“ Looks like clearin’-up, young gents,” he remarked, with

“Just what I was saying,” said’the lanky Figgins, with
a curious glance at the tinker. ‘Looking for somebody?

¢ Perhaps we can help——"

= *No, young gent, thanks all the same,” said Joe Brass,
I'm just goin’. I've seen the party as I came to do a bit o’

. business with.”

. “There's

‘ the man,

“Hold on!” said Fatty Wynn. “Are you the owner. of
that workshop on wheels out in the lane?”

“That’s my little lot, sir.” .

“You're a tinker, eh?”

““Been one ever since I was a lad, sir,” replied Joe Brass.

“ We don’t often see you round, here,” remarked Figgins.
enerally another man.”
“ Hampshire’s the county. I.mostly: works in, sir,” said
“But I'm goin’ through Sussex this time, just for
a change, like.” :

“Don’t be so beastly inquisitive, Figgy !” said Fatty Wynn. -
;:I was just thinking about that wonky frying-pan, you
KNOW. e

“You're always thinking about food, or cooking utensils !”

. retarted Figgins. :

*“There’s a saucepan, t00,” added Fatty. “This man can

- do the repairing we need. -There’s several odd. jobs he can

- will stand as safe as houses.

_every entry shall be the work of the entrant.

: get busy on.” -

“Not a bad idea,” agreed TFiggins. ¢ Perhaps we shall
get some decént cooking then.” = :

‘“Why, you rotter !” L :

‘“If there’s anythin’ I can do, young sirs.” ;

“Yes, you can bring your brazier, and your soldering.
things, and come up to our study,” said Fatty Wynn. “You
might as well do the jobs on the spot. We'll be getting tea
ready, and you can have a cup with us, if you like.”

“Thank ye very kindly, sir.” g

“Rats!” growled Fatty. “ You're welcome enough.”

Fatty elected to go out into the lane with Joe Brass, and
to escort him back, in case any of the masters tried to stop
him, It was far better for the man to bring his materials
straight up to Study No. 4. He could then do all his jobs
without any interruptions,. and be in the dry, too. A little
drizzle was falling—the last gasp of the bad weather, as it
were. ;

Naturaily, Joe Brass was pleased. . b

The two-pounds-ten in his pocket was sufficient cause for
satisfaction, and there was more work for him; tce. He
couldn’t help noting the different tone which Figgins & Co.
employed, as compared to Racke. Thé cheery New House
trio was cordial and jolly, and treated Joc Brass as one
of themselves. Racke had never lost his supercilious air of
superiority.

*“ Are ye sure this fire-will be all right in your room, sir?” -
asked the tinker, as he unhooked his brazier. *‘Mebbe, I'd
best bring the things -out into the road, and——"

“Rats !” said Fatty Wynn. ““We’ve got several jobs, and =
you might as well be doing them while I'm getting tea
ready. I can tell you just where the holes are.”

“But this fire, yoing gent—"

‘“We've got a big iron tray in the study,” said Wynn.
““We can shove it on the end of the table, and that brazier
Come along ! Get your solder
and tools and things.” :

Joe Brass busied himself. He had not dared to call at
St. Jim’s on his way past, and it was pleasant to find the
boys themselves calling in his services. It was quite possible
thm:l some of the other fellows would find some jobs for him
to do. ‘

Just then Mr. Ratcliff came by.

Fatty Wynn raised his cap respectfully—not that he actually
felt any respect for his Housemaster—and Mr. Ratcliff paused.

“What are you doing here, my man?’ he asked
inquisitively. . :

“It’s all right, sir—just one or two repair jobs,” put in
Fatty Wynn. = “Saves the trouble of taking them down to the
blacksmith’s.” e i : .

Mr. Ratcliff frowned. He was an unpleasant man, and
whenever he could do anything of an ill-natured character, he
was only too ready to chip in. Also, he had a grievance.

“Y trust this is nothing to do with any of your absurd
inventions?” he asked suspiciously. !

“ Great Scott, no, sir I’

“I'm not so sure—I’'m not so sure!” said Mr. Ratcliff.
Tt is one of the strict rules. of the competition, Wynn, that
If you are
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getting this man to help you over a difficult problem, T shall
have to forbid——-" 3

“Why, I'm only getting him to mend my frying-pan,
and solder the saucepan !” protested Fatty Wynn indignantly.

“Very well, Wynn—T hope you are telling me the trath.”

Mr. Rateliff passed on, and David Llewellyn Wynn glaved
after him. :

“Interfering old bounder !” he muttered. “He's taking a
hig interest in the competition, all of a sudden. Just nosing
about, 1 suppose. Thought he’d canght me bending, the
old rotter !” - ‘

Joe Brass was looking uncomfortable.

“One of the masters, 1 take it, young gent?” he asked.

Fatty Wynn groaned. >

“T hate to admit it, but he’s my Housemaster!” he said
‘dolefully. ‘“We do our best to conceal him from strangers,
but now and again he manages to show Limself.
mniserable old fogey!” :

Joe Brass looked rather shocked, but he did not realise
how the inhabitants of the New House were continuously
provoked. My, Ratcliff was always poking his nose in some-
where, and coming down heavily. ~ In the New House, he
was about as popular as a fog at a football match.

_He had a strong grievance against the recent inventions.
They had been cropping up almost daily, and Mr. Ratelift
had suffered considerab%y. This had been largely his own
fault—although it must be admitted that in one or two
cases he had been distinctly victimised. ;

As a consequence, he regarded the whole competition with
aversion. And if he could trip anybady up, he was only too
ready to do se. . :

“YI don’t want to get into no trouble with the masters,
voung gent,” said Joe Brass doubtfully. ‘‘Mebbe 1'd best
stay out here. The gent seemed kind of ratty, in a way o
speakin’.”

Fatty Wynn grinned, :

“Well, that’s his name—Ratty I” he explained. “It’s his
nature, too. Of course, he's really Mr. Rateliff, but we
always call -him Raity I think the walls wonld fall down
if he ever gmiled!”

CHAPTER 9.
Kerr’s Patent !

{3 EAH we ave, deah boys !”
Thus Arthur Augustus D’Arey, as he presented
- himself with the other members of Study No. 6

at Figgins’ door in the New House, *

“Walk in!” said Figgins hospitably.

*‘ Make yourselves at home !” invited Kerr.

“That’s what we've come for,”: said Jack Blake. as he
and the others entered Study No. 4. “Hallo, where’s Fatty ?”

“Never mind about Fatty!” said Kerr briskly. “T’ve
invited you over here to see my patent fire extinguisher.”

“Bai Jove !”

“Your what?”’

“Your which ?”

“*My patent fire extinguisher!”

“Then we've been swindled 7 roared Blake.

‘Look here——" began Figgins wrathfully.

“You silly as we thought we’d been invited to tea!”
said Blake, with a snort,

*“Yaas, wathah!”?

“Tea was the idea!” said Herries firmly.

“Rats!” grinned Kerr. “I asked you to come over so that
you could see my patent. Of course, if you like to stay to
tea afterwards you're perfectly welcome !” .

“Oh, well, that's different!” said Blake. ¢ Where's the
fire extinguisher? We'll give it a look if you like, and then
we can start on the feed.”

Blake spoke as though Kerr's patent fire extinguisher

was of no importance whatever.
. “You silly fatheads!” said the Scottish junior, with a
glare. *‘Bother the tea! It isn’t ready, anyhow, and Faity
Wynn is messing about with an old tinker—having some of
his frying-pans and things mended.”

“Can’t we get tea without Fatty?*’ asked Dighy.

“He's the chief cook,” said Figgins, shaking his head.

“Then it is a swindle, after-all!” growled Blake., “We
might have expected something like this from you New
House dummies! We come over heré to tea, and all we get
is an invitation to look at some idiotic fire-lighter!”

“Fire extinguisher !” said Kerr.

“Well, what's the difference 7’ demanded Blake. “Thank
goodness, fo-morrow’s the closing date. These inventions are
a bit too thick for me! There’s a new one crepping up every
hour !”

Figgins frowned. =

“T'd like you to remember that you're my guests,” he
said gruffly. = “It isn't the usual thing for guests to talk
inthis tone to their host! Where the dickens did you leave
your mannersi”
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“Yaas, wathah !” said Arthur Angustus. “T must wemark,
Blake, that you are uttahly lackin’ in the cowwect pwopwie-
ties. As guests, it is our dutay to place ourselves at-the
disposal of our host. Kindly twot out the fire extingunishah,
deab boy. We're fwightfully intewested.”

“Oh, frightfully!” said Blake.

“Dying of curiosity !” added Herries.

“Quivering all over!” said Dig.

Kerr looked at them suspiciously,

“I don’t believe it, but say it again,” he said tartly.

“We'll sing it if you like!” grinned Blake.

f'My fire extinguisher is soniething different from any-
thing that has ever been invented before,” went on Kerr. -

_“That’s funny!” said Blake. “The exact words that
Kangaroo used about his silly umbrella! The same words
ihat Redfern ised when he showed us his saloon hicycles!
The same words—"

“But this patent of mine is different,” interrupted Kerr.
“There it is. Have a look for yourselves!”

He pointed upwards dramatically, and Blake & Co. stared.

*“'That thing?” asked Blake. 3 % s

““Yes, that thing!” said Kerr indignantly.
need to use that disparaging tone, though. Anybody might
think I'd pointed out a spider on the ceiling !” :

“It’s not bad,” said Blake generously. *‘Looks a bit lop-
sided, though.” :

“Reminds me of one of Fatty Wynn’s puddings,”
Digby.

Kerr nearly exploded.

“You—you frabjous——

“Chuck it!” grinned Figginz.
youl”

Kerr controlled himself. As a rule he was very cool-
headed and calm. It took a great deal to disturb the
equanimity of this canny Scot. But this afternoon, when
his own particular invention was under inspection, he was
inclined to be touchy.

The patent fire extinguisher was actually impressive.

It was a big, ornamental object attached to the ceiling.
It seemed to be made 6f metal, but had been whitewashed—
or white enamelled—in order to match the ceiling itself.

In Blake’s opinion it resembled a kind of squashed pump-
kin, and this was not a bad simile. There were no wires,
or rods, or any means of control. The thing just hung there
independently. &

*“Well, what’s the idea of it?” asked Blake.

“Yaas, wathah!” said D’Arcy. “I fail to see how that
thing can be of much use, Kerr. Why, it won't hold more
than three or four pints of watah.”

“Six, to be exact,” said Kerr. ‘“Not water, either. It's
full of a special chemical fluid which has a marvellous effect
on flames.”

“And if you want to turn it on, do you ask it nicely?”’
asked Blake. “1 can’t see any levers, or anything——"

“That’s just the idea of it,” replied Kerr proudly. “There
aren't any levers at all. ®he thing’s absolutely automatic.”

Arthur Augustus moved hastily away.

“Bai Jove!” he gasped. “I twust there is no dangagh——""

“My dear fathead, you're as safe as the Bank of England,”
grinned Kerr. “The valve can’t open until the temperature
in this room reaches such a terrific heat that you couldn’t
breathe in it.”

“’Then what's the good of it?” asked Herries bluntly.

“We'll suppose a fire starts,” replied Kerr. “There’s
nobody here, and the room gradually gets alight. You all
know that heat rises to the ceiling, and in a very few
minutes the top part of this room would be like an oven.”

‘“Go it, professor!” said Blake.

“Rats! I'm only telling you elementary facts,” growled
Korr., “Well, as soon as the heat gets to a certain point, the
valve of my fire extinguisher automatically opens. And
instantly a powerful nozzle comes into play.”

“Oh, a nozzle?”

“VYes—a whirling nozzle,” explained Kerr, “It sends the
extinguishing fluid over every inch of the room, and the
fire—no matter how fierce—is extinguished like a shot.”

Blake & Co. were impressed. ~

“Have you tried it?” asked Blake.

“He’d better not!” said Figgins firmly.

“T haven’t actually tested it in this room,” replied Kerr.
“For some unearthly reason, Figgins and, Wynn seem to
have a prejudice against it. Even as it-is, they're worrying
the life out of me to take it down. They keep looking up
at the thing as though it might bite them.”

“Perhaps they're afraid it’ll leak!” grinned Blake.

“Tt has leaked!” growled Tiggins.  “Only last night I
was having tea, and a blob of stuff fell into my giddy cup,
and oozed over the top like 0il.”

“It’s a good job ybu saw it in time!” :

“That’s just it—I didn't!” roared Figgins indignantly.
“J took a good gulp of it before I found out! It tasted like

-
sama
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“They're only kidding
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. tar and paraffin, and goodness kiiows what else! In my tea,

mind you !”

“There’s no,

-
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¢“Ha, ha,"ha!” 3 :

“Tm. afwaid you are careless, Kerr, deah boy,” said
D’Arcy sternly. “I shall take good care to wemain on the
othah side of the woom.’ . : :

Kerr grunted. -

“All this fuss!’ he said. ¢ Thercs nothmg to worry
about—I've mended the leak mow, anyhow. .Naturally, I
tested the apparatus outside,. but it’s not the same asa real
test in a room. I wanted Figgins and Wynn to put papers
over ev erythmg so that I could give a practical demonstra-
tion. But I'm afraid they’re both short-sighted.”

“We may be short-sighted,” said Figgins; “bhut we don’t
want any spectacles of the sort you crave. for !

“Very funny!” sniffed Kerr.

“But, look here, I seem to have seen sometlung lxke this
bef(ne,” said Blake thoughtfully.

“Where?! asked Kerr in an anxious tone.

“Why, at Harrods, or Selfridges, or somewhere like that,”
replied Blake. “They ve got these nozzles all- ov er: the
ceilings, and they come into action automatxcallv too.’

moment the door of Study No. 4 burst open, and Fatty
Wynn ushered Joe Blaxs mto the already crowded apartment,

—

CHAPTER 10.
Ratty Catches It Again!
L ERE we are!” said I’atty Wynn cheerfully.
“Bai Jove !
“What the merry dlckens———
“Who the thump—-"" :

“Joe Brass!” said Fatty, with a wave ‘of his hand; ¢ Joe,
these are the chaps. Make yourself at home, and get 'to
“mk s soon as you like. Here you are—stand the brazier
here.”

Fatty Wynn pushed the tablecloth back and put an iron
tray on the bare wood. And Mr. Brass set his brazier on
the tray, and the glowing, smokeless ﬁre sent forth a warm
radiance. =

AST is the fun on Little Side,
. Where hockey is proceeding ;
And merry schoolboys slip and slide,
Bruises and bumps unheeding:
_Tom Merry, D’Arey, and the rest
. Grow keener every minute ;
They play up with tremendous zest
And fairly revel in it !

Hockey's a novel game to play,
A welcome change from Soccer ;
There are beginners in the fray,
Scoffed at by many & mocker.
Grundy, for instance, swings his stick
Fiercely behind his shoulder ;
He'll have to drop that little trick
Before the game's much older !

He barges here, he charges thele,
Like a great clumsy giant ;

Hustling and bustling everywhore, L
And hurling shouts defiant.

In vain the referee exclaims : g
“ Stop ! That’s a foul, you duffer !

Grundy enjoys these boisterous games,
And victims have to suffer !

CAMEOS OF SCHOOL LIFE!

THE HOCKEY MATCH!

Gussy, in his new hockey-shirt,
Looked very neat and dapper ;
But soon a shower of mud and diré.
Enfolds him like a wrapper.

He is begrimed from top to toe,
Just like a fallen jockey ;

Says he, © I much pwefer, you know;
A cleanah game than hockey !

From end to end the conflict veers
Before our eager vision ;

And merry music greets our ears
Of sticks in'sharp collision.

Tom Merry's men press heart and soul,
And play up meritoriously ;

But Fatty Wynn, who guards the goal,
Holds them at bay victoricusly !

And when the game is fought and won,
None linger where the mud is;
Soon they are seated, every one,
In cheery, lighted studies.
Where doughnuts grace the fmtn &
boa,rd,
And jam is spread in layers
A study feed’s a fine 1eward
For weary hockey players !

D oot

Kerr looked relie\'ed.

“They’re different,” he said. “I haven'’t pinchied my idea
from them, you chump' They use water—from the ordinary
mains. Thxs invention of mine is self-contained, and can
be hung up in any old room you like. Imagine how useful
it'll be in country houses, where they haven't got any water
supply ! Think. of the great mansions which have been
burned down during the last two or three years! All of

“them could have been say ed if my fire extinguishers had been

installed in every room!” -
“You may be right,” said Blake. “But now that we've
done our duty, what about: the reward? What about tea?”
“Yaas, wathah! Twot out the gwub, deah boy !
“Can’t do anything. without Fatty,” said Figgins. “If
we start gettlng tea ready behind his "back be always lncks
up a fuss

“Oh, wéll, here he comes!” said Kerr.
A tramp of footsteps sounded in the

passage, and tlﬁe next

I don't want to be inquisitive, buf what’s the exact
1dea 7 asked Blake politely. “We come here to tea, and

‘ we get nothing but fire (\tmguhhelq ‘and pots and pans' It

: here, you ass!

! coming to tea this afternocon.”

- this is a workshop, say so, and wé'll go and find some tea
somewhere else.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

Figgins gave Fatty Wynn a glare. .

“What about tea?”’ he demanded. *“We've got guesis
Can’t this tinkering wait until afterwards?”
“Guests?” said Fatty Wynn, looking round. “ Where?”
Blake & Co. tried to look important.

“Oh, these chaps?” said Fatty, I didn't know they were

“Didn’t I invite them?” asked Kerr. =
=L t‘ought they were only coming to lock at your silly

mvcntlon

“We've looked at the invention, but what about the
Tue Gem LiBrary.—No.
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compensation 7 asked Blake.  “ As you're so jolly busy, we’ll
get back to the Schoel House and find our own tea !”
Joe Brass scratched his head. :
“Mebbe I'm in the way, young gents,” he said uncomfort-
ably “I’ll clear out, an’ come. back again when you am’t
quite so full up.” >
“No, you won't,” said Fatty Wynn. “You go ahead with
your pot-mending, old son. I can get tea ready on the

other side of the table; here. There’s no reason why we

shouldn’t all get busy.”

“Oh, all right!” said Blake. “As long as there’s some
tea coming, we'll stop. We'll have a look at this gentle-
man wielding - his various implements. Anything to while
away the time.” (T x

“I wathah think:we should gwacefully wetiah,” said
Arthur Augustus doubtfully.  “I have a feelin’ that we are
in the way, deah boys. Fwightfully sowwy, Figgay, but—"

“Rats!” said Figgins. s g

“Weally, Figgay—-" > ol

“You're our guests, and you'll stay for tea,” said Figgins
firmly.. “We're not going to have. you School House chaps
saying that we're lacking in hospitality. Never mind this
chap. He won’t be in the way.” .

“I wathah think you are an.optimist, Figgay,” said Avthur
Augustus. “J have nothin* against the man, but it seems
highly pwobable to me that he will be vewy much in the
Wae ; .

l%ut the New Honse trio would not hear of their guest
leaving, and Joe Brass was told to go ahead with his work
as though he had the room to himself.

Fatty Wynn busied himself with a spirit-siove and a ketr¥o.
and  Figgins: & Co. helped with bread-and-butter, ham,
tongue, sardines, and othey delicacies.

Aubrey Racke, coming out of Clampe’s-study- at “zhout
this time, was feeling ecompletely at case.

He assumed that. Joe Brass had completely gone by this
time. Racke would have had a shock if he had Jooked inio
Study No. 4 at that moment. ¥ had never occurred to
Racke that the tinker’s services might be engaged by some
of the other juniors.

He' got his parcel out of the cupboard at the end of ‘he
passage, went boldly downstairs, and hurried over to the
School House without anybody noticing hins.

Racke did not go to-his own study. He went straight
upstairs to a box-room; and locked that precious paveel in
his own trunk. : e ; e

“Good !” he murmured, with telief. “I can trot out the
kettle to-morrow, and spring it as a surprise on everyhody.
And nobody can prove that I didn’t make it.”

He turned over a new idea in his mind. Tt might be worth
while to run into Wayland on his bieycle, and huy a
soldering-iron and some solder. Perhaps he counld get some
second-hand stuff; and then, if any of the fellows became
suspicious, he could bring out his tools as a proof of his
recont industry. - £ e

And Joe Brass, ali this time, was in Figgins’ stpdy in the
New House! Eos :

The tinker was progressing well, bui the giests were not
very interested in his activities. Tea was practically ready.

Space was limited, but this was nothing unusual in &
junior study.  Blake had commandeered a corner of the
niantelpiece, Arthur Augustus was using the top of the cup-
board, and Kerr was sitting on ihe coal-box. The rest had
distributed themsélves round the room in various odd places.

The air was filled with the perfume of het tea, the smell
of soldering flux, and the fumes from the brazier. In fact,
thé fumes from the brazier even wafted out into the passage.

And Mr. Rateliff, prowling.about on one of his usual
tours, paused. He smiffed the air suspiciously.

“Ah !’ he murmured.” “I wonder!”

His thin lips became set inka straight line. He remem-
hered Fatly Wynn’s agsociation with the tinker, outside the
gates. And this was Wynn’s study! e

Mr. Rateliff opened the door and strode in.

“Good gracious!” said Mr, Rateliff.

“ Bai Jove!” 5 -

They all stared at the Housemaster i silence. D'Arcy
had half a sardine poised on his fork, midway to his mouth,
and in his agitation the succulent morsel became dotached
and dropped down Gussy’s waistcoat

“Yawooooh!” he gasped. “Bai Jove! This fwightful
sardine has uttahly wuined my waisteoat |

D’Arcy’s complaint broke the spell.

& \){hat is the meaning of this?” demanded Mr. Ratcliff
nastily.

“It’s all right, sir—only a few pots being mended,” said
Figgins, ;

“Who invited this man indoors?’ thundered Mr. Ratcliff,

1 did, sir,” replied Fatty Wynn. -

“Then you had no vight to do so, Wynn—none whatever

Toe Gem Lisrary.—No. 997.

snapped Mr. Rateliff. - < How dare you take these liberties 7
Fatty gaped.
“But there’s no harm done, sir,”” he protested. “The
man’s only repairing a frying-pan, and a saucepan, and——"
“That is not. the -point!” interrupted the Housemastor
curtly. “I do not allow these liberties in this House! 'The

- man must go at once! And you, Wynn, will write me three

Y}

hundred lines—

“Oh, my sainted aunt!” gasped Fatty.

“But we didn’t know that yow'd ebjeet, sir!” protested
Figgins.  ** There’s no harm in having a few cooking things
repaired !” :

* Another word from you, Figgins, and T shall cane you!”
shouted- Mr. Ratcliff. “This man has no right in the build-
ing, and I blame Wynn entirely =

“Axin’ your pardon, sir, I didn’t know as I was doin’

‘“ What is the meaning of this 7 '’ demanded Nir. Ratcliff. ‘' It’s
! invited this man indoors ? ”’ thundered the Housemaster, turning{

no right to do so ! "’ cnapped Mr. Ratcliff. ‘‘ I do not allow such ti
: will write me three hun

wrong,” said Joe Brass in distress. “The young gent says
he wanted——"

“That’s all right—that’s quite all right!” interrupted Mr.
Rateliff coldly. I am not blaming you, my good man,
But you will take your implements and Jeave at once !”

“Very geod, sir,” said old Joe respectfully.

Figgins & Co. fumed. And the chums of Study No. 6,
who were fortunately outside Mr, Ratcliff's jurisdiction,
watched with indignation. They sympathised with their
New House rivals. It certainly was thick to have a ITousc-
master of this kind knocking about the place.

“Look here, sir, can’t the man finish his job. first?” asked
Fatty Wynn rebelliously. “Ie won’t be more than ten
minutes—-" %

“The man must go at once!” interrupted My, Ratcliff.
“Good heavens! The idea of bringing an open five into the
room! The whole place might have been buwrnt down! It
is fortunate that I happened to pass this door.”

7]
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“That fire is safe enough, sir,’ “It’s only
a brazier, and it’s on a tray——"

“I did not ask for your comments, Figgins,” shouted Mr.
Rateliff. *“I say the lire is dangerous! Let that be enough!
Pouf! The air in this room is pesitively deadly! And the
heat, too! Good gracious! I wonder that you can
breathe !”

Arthur Augustus gave a jump.

“Bai Jove! T twust there is no dangah fwom your fiah
extinguishah, Kerr?’ he asked in alarm. Good gwacious!
It would be howwid if—"

“ My hat!” muttered Kerr, glancing up

-His acute ears had suddenly become aware of a faint kind
of hissing. And now lic noticed, for the first time, that the
brazier was standing on the table, immiediately bencath that
apparatus of his!

said Figgins.

3

., sir,” said Figgins, ‘" only a few pots being mended.”” ‘ Who.
nedds the tinker.
rvies in this House.
red lines !

‘¢ | did, sir,*’ replied Fatty Wynn.
The man must go at once!
(See Chapter 10.)

** Then you had
And you, Wynn,

N

The significance of this had not oceurred fo him before.
Mi. Rateliff had exaggerated. The funies were compara-
tively slight, and the heat was by no means overpoweriug.
The window, indeed, was wide open.
¢ But this did not prevent the waves of intense heat from

the brazier from waftin aight wnpwards to the fire
extinguisher. And the b had been standing there for
twenty minutes, at lea

“1 say!” ejaculated Kerr. “We'd better——"

Zuunuuuryrrrh ’

A curious gurgling neise came from overhead, immediatel
followed by a sort of whir. Several drops of something
splashed down, some of them blebbing on the table, and some
entering the fire.

“ Look out!” yelled Kerr, in alarm.
“What on earth——" began Mr. Rateliff,
Zurryrh ! Swoooooh !

.

. After that preliminary warning, the fire extinguisher eaime
into operation with uncanny effectiveness : ?
With a clatiering rattle, the nozzle commenced whirling
round, and a fearful deluge of liguid eame spraying ‘down,
smothering every cornet-of the room and every person iy it.

CHAPTER 11. Ty
Quite Successful ! :

13 AWO000P >
“Look out, there ! :
“Get away from the door——>

g " Good heavens! What—what—"

Stady No. 4 was filled with shonte. A deadly. kind of
rain was hissing down, and it seemed ineredible that that
container could hold ne more than six pints.

Mr. Rateliff, indeed, had an idea that a hogshead had
been used, and Arthur Avgustus D’Arey lad visions of a
In‘:l}(h‘ed—ga”on cistern somewhere on the floor above.

The rain- continned- black murky, evil-smelling rain.
The study was siothered in the most terrible fashion, Tho
walls streamed with the stuff, the table dripped with it, aund
the victims were taking on a very mottled appedrance,

An_rl still the spray came down. + - : =

“Get ont of the way!™ raved Mr, Rateliff, holding a hand
to his face, and trying to fight his way to the door. “Good
gracious! T am blinded! What has happened ?  There is
some disastoyp——? :

1t’s only my fire extinguisher, sir!” shouted Kerr:

‘Bai Jove! You uitah dummay!” ejacnlated D'Arey.in
horror. * My clobbal is wuined! I am lookin’ worse than a
scarecewow ! ; :

“The thing’s a suc

“You cwass idiot !
clothin’ 7

“Oh dear!” gasped Blake. “T'm soaked!”

”J,l s stopped - now, thank goodness!” said Heprics,
pulled out a . handkerehief. and wiped his face.

Myr. Rateliff danced with rage. i

“Am I to understand, Kerr, that this is some of your
handiwork ?” he hooted,

“"Bgst my skin!” observed Mr, Brass.

I's my five extinguisher, sir,” said Korr.
now. The container has emptied itself.”,

: “All right!” thundered Mr. Rateliff. “VYeou- YOou young
imbecile!” How dare yon say that everything's all right
when I am in this dreadful condition? _Y shall take you to
'Lbe IE_)IQad, Kerr, and have you goundly flogged, you wretched
boy !

“But it was an accident, sir,”

“Bah!” hooted Mr. Rateliff,

The ‘word “aceident ” only served to infuriate him. It
was like showing a red flag to a bull. . : :

During the past week or so Mr. Rateliffi had been
vietim of several such ““aceidents.” He did not take
rensible view. Jf he had not been in this study interfei
e would have been safe.

* Accident !” he roared. “T don’t heleve you! You have
done this - deliberately, on purpose to victimise me, you
young rascal. And you shall be flogged within an iuech of
your life!” Z

Mr: Rateliff tore the door open and stormed out.

“ Weally, Kerr, 1 h that you deserve 1!’ said
Arthur - - Auvgustus “You ‘have wuined my
clothes % :

“What about ours?” roared Blake,

TPhe Scottish junior grinned.

“ Well, the patent is a sneeess,” he said calmly.

YA sticees ghricked Blake. “Da you call it a success
to ruin the study, and half-drown aeverybody in your flthy
chemic ”

“'Fhat’s only a detail,” said Kerr,~

The others didn’t think so, and in painfully frank language
they told George Francis Kerr exactly what they thought
of him and his precious invention. ;

Kerr was quite unmoved.

“Yes, vou can stand thera and
tion!” said Figgins wratl ¢
much when you're
swished !” Al

“T sha'n't be swished,” said Kerr eoolly.

“1 tWust you will weceive a feahful thwashin’!

“Then vou can ftrust all yon like, Gussy,” said Kerr.
“When I“‘XD“‘%“ to the Head that it was an m'-vifh\n‘r, and
when Figgins and Wynn back me up, the Head will et the
thing drop.” e

h"go \'0111 think we'll baek you up—ech?” 53531 TFiggins.

“You'd better think again!” roared Fatty \.V,ynn. :

“My dear chaps, when it comes to the point, you'll rally
vound - the old firmy,” said Kerr calmly.  “ Accidents will
happen, even with the best-regulated fire extinguishers. If
it comes to that, it was your f i

? said Kery exuvltantiy.
shrieked D’Arey, “ What about my

as he

“It's all right

sternly.

grin “at your silly contrap-
“You won't grin quite so
the Head's study

1 eed

hauled into and

12
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“ My fault!” gasped Wynn.

“Yes; you put that brazier on the table.”

Figgins started.

“ My hat!” he said. “8o you did, Fatty! You careless
ass!” e :
“That’s right, blame me!” hooted Fatty Wynn. “Do you
think I haven’t got anything better to do than to -think
of Kerr and his silly inventions?” > :

“T'm sorry,-young gents—'I’m rare sorry!” interrupted Mr. "

Joe Brass, when he could get a word in edgeways.

reckon this is my fault for comin’ in. ' I oughter ’ave known

better. I'll be goin’——=2-. . s
“No, you won’t!” said Figgins. :
“Don’t forget: old Ratty’s order——" began Blake.
“Ratty’s safe for;-an. hour, at least,” replied Figgins.

“This man could stop here, and help to clear up.this mess.

Ratty can’t object to him for deing work like that. What
do you say?” he added, turning to the tinker. ‘ Will you
lend a hand i Svns ey s e
“ Ay, young gent;.to be sure, if so be as you think it's
safe,” said Mr. Brass willingly. “I’ll take me coat off to

it, if you give the word.”: - g
“You can take the word as given,” replied Figgins. >
“1 twust yoli will excuse us, you wottahs!” said Arthur

Augustus frigidly: - Let us weturn to the Schoaol. House,

deah boys.” ° e i ;
“Yes,” said Blake,
“You silly idiots!”" s :
““You New House cuckgos !”

“And wats to you, you boundahs!”

;.“!‘?TA.II *g,ét out of this lunatic asylum !

Blake & Co. wert off, laoking sadly soiled and the worse

for wear. Figgins and Fatty -Wynn began_to-recover their
usual spirits. Kerr, was in high feather.

““I always said that my .patent would be a big success,
but I hadn’t expected a. practical demonstration .of this
sort,” he said genially. “My hat! Just have a look at that
brazier !” : 4 ; :

“It's a rare rum >un!” said Joe Brass, scratching his head.
¢ Blamed if that fire-ain’t out—clean out. like it was swamped
with water, an’ it didn’t get no more than a sprayin’!”

“That proves the efficiency of-my mixture,” said Kerr.

Figgins looked at-the brazier in astonishment.

“Ves, it secems pretty effective,” he admitted. “But what
about the rest of the study? Look ai the walls! Look at
the floor !” boae )

“Look at us!” said Fatty Wynn warmly. .

Kerr was callously indifferent.

“%You make too much fuss,” he said coldly. S
little chemical. Tt smells a bit niffy, and it’s blackish: but
i’ll all brush off when it’s dry. There's no need to kick up
such a. thumping. shindy. . Why can’t you learn to take
these things in a broad spirit 7”

But Kerr, of course, was prejudiced. ;

It was his invention, and he was naturally disposed to
make light of the catastrophe. And he had no qualms
regarding Mr. Ratcliff’s revenge. In all probability. the
master of the New House would think better of his threat
after he had cooled down.

“VYou'd better put the kettle on, Fatty,” said Figgins.
“We shall have to wash this floor with hot water, and the
walls, too.”

“Ay, you could do with one o’ my patent kettles here,
young gents,” said Mr. Brass. “Boilin® water in half a
minute. That’s the sort you want for a job like this.”

“Qur kettle’s good enough,” said Figgins.

“Meobbe, but this one o’ mine is a rare novelty,” said the
tinker, with the pride of the inventor. “I'd like to show
ve one, only I haven’t got one handy——" = >

He paused, wondering .if he was breaking faith with
Racke. ; :

‘He concluded that he wasn't. After all, he had only
promised Racke that he wouldn’t say anything about that
particular kettle. The design, of course, was still the property
of Mr. Brass. .

“ Ay, ’tis a queer sort of kettle, this one o’ mine,” he went
on, always enthusiastic when he got on that particular sub-
ject.  “Made arter the style of a geyser, young gents.
Toobs, ye understand. - That’s the principle of it—toobs.
Boilin’ water within thirty seconds. Ay, an’ I guarantee
that, too.” ;

““Bother your old kettle,” said Fatty Wynn, as he*lit the
spirit-stove. “We want to get this study into a bit of
order. Pull yourself together, Joe Brass, and get to work.”

Figgins & Co. had heard the“tinker’s references to his
kettle, but they had not heeded. The man’s talk had gone
in one ear and out of the other; so to speak. The three
jnncilors were far more interested in the condition of their
study. : e . :

And after an hour’s hard work the cosy little study was
looking almost itsélf again. There had “beén no sign of
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Mr. Rateliff, and Figgins & Co. concluded—correctly—that
the Housemaster had decided to let the matter drop:
Joe Brass was further gratified by a payment of five

:shiﬂings for  his services, and at last he took himself off;:

and -Aubrey Racke was still unconscious of the fact that

" the tinker had been within the school walls for so long.

—_—

CHAPTER 12.
: .~ Not Like Racke !
. CROPE of the Shell grunted. :
3 “Pretty thoughtful this evening, aren’t you?” he
.said, as he looked across the study at Racke.
= “Eh?”.said Racke, with a start. “Speakin’to me?”
= Venr T am: £
“I was thinkin’,” said Racke hastily. “Why the thump
did you have a bust-up with Clampe this afternoon ?”
- Racke hadn’t been thinking about that at all, but he
had no intention of telling Scrope the real subject matter
of  his ruminations. :
Scrope scowled. :
“Clampe’s a liar!” he snorted. “The rotter said I cheated,

. an’ he was cheating all the time! Won four bob off me,

anyhow—four bob within ten minutes, as clean as a whistle!”

“Oh, well, it’s not. my bizney,” said Racke, yawning. “I
expect you’ll kiss an’ be friends in a day or two.”

*“Tdiekl”

Racke went out of Serope’s study, and wandered off into-
the quad. He wanted to think. Truth to tell, he was
uneasy.

He was beginning to regret his plot with Mr. Twist.

After all, it was decidedly on the shady side. Racke was
not bothered with any scruples; but theft, when all was said
and done, was theft. And he rather drew the line at
burglary. . <

He didn’t care a snap for Bernard Glyn’s carburettor, and «
he considered that Glyn was an idiot for taking so much:
But to sneak into Glyn’s study, and”
deliberately take the thing, was thick.

Racke’s views were changing. i

During the afternoon, he had viewed the prospect with
equanimity. It was an easy way of getting fifteen pounds.

But since then he had discovered a far casier way of
getting fifty.

That kettle would undoubtedly win the first prize. Racke
was convinced of this. The more he thought of it, the more
cefrta.in he became. And he felt that he was perfectly
sate. < s -

“T’ve a good mind to have nothin’ to do with the rotten
business,” he told himself. “It’s a bit too risky. If any-
thin’ came out, an™ the beaks got to hear of it, I should
be bunked from the school.”

Racke had many times steered near the outer edge, and
his luck had generally held. But he had sense enough to
realise that such luck couldn’t last for ever. And the less
risks he took, the better.

Why should he bother about Mr. Twist’'s fifteen pounds
when he was certain of a cool fifty within a couple of days?

The game wasn’t worth the candle. e

“No; I’ll make a virtue out of it,” he grinned to himself.
“By gad! That’s what I'll do! An’ it'll settle the hash
of those beggars down at the Green Man, too!”

Aubrey Racke had no compunction about “double cross-
ing ” the men he had plotted with. Racke’s conscience was
a negligible quantity.

He was afraid that the men might come up to the school -
and inquire for him. But he had a plan to obviate this.

He sauntered back into the School House, and made his
way to Study No. 11. Glyn & Co. were at home.

Tea was just over, in fact, and Bernard Glyn and his
study-mates were clearing up the remains, previous to start-
ing on their prep.

“Busy?” asked Racke. .

“Fairly,” replied Glyn. “It all depends upon the visitor,
of course. We’re always busy when you look in, Racke.”

The black sheep of the Shell closed the door and smiled.

“That’s no way to treat me when I come here with a
warnin’,” he drawled, sitting on a corner of the table.
“The fact is, I think you ought to know that a couple of
men are interested in that carburettor of yours.”

“What?”

Glyn and Dane and Noble stared.

“What do you know about those men?”’
schoolboy inventor. '

“Not much—but quite enough,” replied Racke.

“I thought the rotters had cleared -out of the neighbour-
hood,” said Kangaroo. “They tried to pinch Glyn’s inven-
tion last week, ‘but they failed. Have you seen them,
Racke ?”’ § g #

6 YGS.’;’

“When?”

asked the
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“This afternoon,”

“Whevre ?”

“They’re stayin’
down at the Green
Man.”

“One of your
ravourite  haunts,”
nodded Glyn dryly.

“Oh, - rats!”
frowned Racke.
“Don’t try to bhe
clever! I met these
two blighters in the
lane this afternoon.
It was rainin’, an’ I
was shelterin’ under
a tree. They came
up, an’ asked me if 1
knew you, Glyn.
They asked if you
were one of my
friends.”

. “I hope you ‘said

I wasu’t? said
Glyn.
Racke scowled.
“As a matter of

faet,. I did!” he re-
torted. =~ “I told
them I wouldn’s
have you as a friend
at any price.”

“Look here—"
“But I didv’e
come here io in-

dulge in a slangin’
mateh,” continued
Racke coolly. “I
led these beggars
on, an’ made them
think that I was one
of your worst
enemies——"

“That’s better !
said Glyn.,

“I gave them the
impression that I
was perfectly willin’
to do you a bad

17

turn—->"

“Why an impres-
sion?” asked Glyn,
“As far as I can see,
you just told them

remarked the tinker.
masterpiece.
own,

Racke picked up the keitie out of idle curiosity, and turned it over.
‘1 ain’t a boastful man, sir, but I claim as that there kettle i a fair
All made on, this cart o’ mine, between whiles—a rare idea, sir, although it’s me
I call it my patent geyser kettle.

‘* get on mending that bicycle chain !’

My own idea that, sir,’’

Joe Brass is me name !’  All right,”’ said Racke,

(See Chapter 6.)

the truth.”

*“Look here!” roared Racke.
me, I'll clear out!™

*Go ahead!” said

“Well,
Racke.

“They tried to?”

“They tried to!” insisted Racke, with a glare.

He didn’t like the incredulous tone in Glyn’s voice.

“But they didn’t succeed 2" asked Glyn, wonderingly.

“No, they didn’t!” snapped Racke. *They wanted me
to pinch your carburettor, an’ they offered me fiftcen
pounds to take it to them to-night !

“PIm not surprised,” said Glyn.
say?” :

“T accepted, of course.”

“Naturally |

“You idiot!” snarled Racke. “T accepted on purpose—
meanin’ to come_an’ tell vou all about it.”

“And you met these men this afternoon—about three
hours ago?”

* About that.”

“You’'ve been a long time comin’ {o warn me, haven’t
you?” asked Glyn.

“Oh, that’s easily explained,” put in Clifton Dane.
“Racke must have found out that your carburettor isn’t
here! Or perhaps he suspected the men of being broke !”

Aubrey Racke scowled more than ever.

“You footlin’ idiots!” he shouted, alarmed by Dane’s
rhance shot. “I meant to come an’ tell you all the time!
Great gad! Do you think I'm a thief? Do you think I’d
burgle your beastly carburettor?”

“Well, no,”” admitted Bernard Glyn. “Chuck it, you
chaps! Thanks, Racke, for giving me the tip. So these
men wanted to bribe you with fifteen quids?”

Racke was somewhat mollified.

¢ Naturally, T spoofed them up, and made them think that

“If you’re goin’ to insult

: Bernard Glyn, with a chuckle. 2
these men tried to bribe me—that’s all!” said

*“And what did you

| pinched !

“So 1
You’d better be on the

I was ready to do their dirty work,” he replied.
came along here to warn you.
look-out.”

“These men
Bernard Glyn.

*Yes, so I understand.”

“We'll see about it,” said Glyn grimly.

“That’s what T was hopin’,” replied Racke. “The
sooner they’re bunked out of the neighbourhood, the better.
I wouldn’t touch their filthy money, of course—you can he
sure of that!”

He lounged out of the study and took a deep breath.

There were two causes for this expression of his feelings.
Glyn & Co. had come rather too close to the truth fer
Racke’s liking. But Racke did not regret his decision. He
had learned that the carburettor wasn’t in the study to bhe
So he would have had all his trouble and risk
for nothing, even if he had carried on with the project!
It was far better to let the whole thing drop. :

In Study No. 11, Glyn & Co. were looking rather dazed.

“Racke, you know ! said Glyn. “T ean’t believe it!”

“You mean, you can’t believe that he would refuse a
bribe 7’ asked Kangaroo. ‘‘Fiftcen quids, too! It wants
some swallowing !”’ i 3

“By Jove, it does!” said Dane,
“Racke is just the fellow to take on a job like that—and
I believe he meant to do it, too!” went on Glyn. *“But
he must have thought better of it, so he came to me and
gave his pals away. Trying to make himself out good and
virtuous.”

“That’s about the size of it,” agreed Kangaroo,

“It’s not like Racke to do anybody a good turn, anyhow,’
said Glyn, “As I understand it, he met these crooks, and
they talked him round. But since then he’s thought better
of it. There may be some hopes for Racke, after all.”
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71 suppose it’s true ‘Z)”’ asked Dane.

“How do you mean?” s

“:1[\;3 chanc?e of a triek?” asked the Canadian boy. “Don’t
forget that old Skimmy was kidnapped last week by those
rotters—when they thought that he was the real inventor.
Perhaps it's just a wheeze to get hold of you, Glyn.”

Bernard Glyn shook his head. Tl Sl e

“Y don’t think so,” he replied.” “Racke wouldn’t lend
himself to a crooked stunt like that, bad as he is. Besides,
their only chance of kidnapping me would be if I went down
to see them alone. Of course, I'm going to the Green Man
—straight away.” : ;

“ You're going?” echoed his chums,

#Yes!” said Glyn.® *But not alone!”

CHAPTER 13.
= On the Warpath! |
OM MERRY locked up as the door of Study No. 10
I opened. 2 :
“Come in!” he said cheerily. T .
. The Terrible Three were just starting their prep.
Bernard Glyn & Co. walked in, followed by the chums of
Study No. 6. They came in like a long procession.
“When I said $Come in,” I wasn’t exactly inviting an in-
vasion,” said Tom Merry politely.  “Any more? Haven’t
you got a few dozen others at the back of the procession?”
“We'll enlarge the walls, if you like,” said Lowther
obligingly. s £ 0 -
Bernard Glyn, who had waited by the door, closed it.
“This is serious, old man,” he said grimly. “We want

“your help.” :

“ Somebody needs bumping ?” asked Manners.

i “You remember those two men who kidnapped Skimmy
a

st week ?” asked Glyn.

“Of course,” said Tom Merry. “We went and rescued
Skimpole out of that old barn up the road. And those men,
in the meantime, sneaked into the school, and grabbed your
old ‘carburettor, Glyn.”

“They took the wrong one—and only half of it, then.:t

“That’s what I meant,” said Tom. *What about them?

“They’re in Rylcombe now—at the Green Man.”

“That’s the very place in Rylcombe where I'd expect to
dnd them,” nodded Tom Merry. “You’re not suggesting
that we should go and drag them out, are you? After all,
it's not our duty—" ; 3

“Yes it is,” said Glyn. “They got hold of Racke this
afternoon, and offered him fifteen quid if he would steal my

real carburettor, and hand it over to them. I think we

ought to go down in a body, and bunk those crooks out of
the village.” -

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augutsus firmly. *This is
one of those occasions, deah boys, when it is only wight an’
pwopah that we should take the law into our own hands.”

“That’s our general opinion,” said Blake, nodding.
#Glyn had told us all about it, and—"

“Wait a minute,” said Tom Merry. “How do you know
that these men offered Racke a fifteen quid bribe 7

“Racke told me.” .

Tom Merry jumped.

“What !” he shouted.

“Fact!” said Glyn. “l1t's a bit staggering, I know; but
the job seemed too thick, even for Racke.”

And Glyn gave further details.

“H'm!” said Tom Merry, at length. “It's a good idea io
g0 and boot those crooks out. - But we want to be sure of
our ground before we act, yon know.” * °

“We are sure, aren’t we?” asked Blake.

“Well, there’s only Racke’s word to rely on.”

“That’s true enough,” admitted Bernard Glyn. “But
even Racke wouldn’t have any object in inventing a story
ilike that. Ii must be truc. How can we prove if, any-
how

“That's just the point,” said Tom Merry thoughtfully.
“We'd better take Skimpole along with us,” he added.
“That'll do it.” . ‘ %

“Why bother with that long-winded ass?”

“Because he can identify them as the men who kidnapped
him,” replied Tom Merry. “Even if this yarn of Racke’s
is a fake—which I don’t believe—we shall still be justified
in bunking the rotters out of the village, as a punishment
for their dirty trick on Skimpole, and also for burgling your
original carburettor, Glyn.” :

“By jingo, that’s true enough!” said the schoolboy in-
ventor. “Skimmy will recognise them at once, of course.”

“I wegard this as a bwain-wave, Tom Mewwy,” said
Arthur Augustus approvingly. “Wacke is an unweliable
woltah, an’ it would be' a fwightful affair if we gwabbed a
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couple of perfectly innocent men. Tt would be like Wacke

< to twick us in that way.”

“But by taking Skimpole along, we shall be on the safe
side,” said Tom Merry. “If Skimmy recognises them, we

~shall know that Racke’s yarn is true, because it'll prove that
“they’re the same two men.” ;

“Can’t we recognise them ourselves?” asked Blake. “We.
threw them info a ditch once——"
“That was nearly a month ago, and it was dark at the

‘ time,” said Tom Merry. “We might be practically certain

in our own minds, but I believe in being positive. So fetch
Skimmy, and we'll go forth.”

“Buckle on your swords, get your pistols ready, and away
for the combat!” said Monty Lowther, rising to his feet.
“By the time we've finished with these fellows, they’ll give

‘ Rylcombe a wide berth—and the very mention of St. Jim'’s

will make them ‘ Chiver’ like a table jelly.”

“Kill him!” said Blake, glaring.

“Yaas, wathah!” said D’Arcy. “Pway wefwain fwom
makin’ your wotten puns at a time like this, Lowthah.”

Bernard Glyn hurried out, and went next door to Study
No. 9.

“Good!” he said, as he looked in. “You're alone,
Skimmy. You're wanted!” : -

Herbert Skimpole looked up and blinked.

“Really, my dear fellow,” he said eagerly. “I trust that
you have brought me a message from Mr. Rateliff?”

“No, I haven't——" =

“I am desolated I” went on Skimpole, with a groan. “To-
morrow is the final day for this great competition, and Mr.
Ratcliff is still holding my Thought-Reading Machine. It
is a most unwarrantable trespass upon the Iiberties of the
individual. What right has Mr. Ratcliff to confiscate—"

“Whoa!” gasped Glyn. “Give it a rest, Skimmy !” i

The genius of the Shell had a serious grievance, :

He had taken his wonderful Thought-Reading Machine to
Mr. Ratcliff during the previous week—having been spoofed
by Racke & Co. into the belief that Mr. Rateliff was inter-
ested .in the thing. 55 :

But Skimpole had soon learned otherwise. 7
. Mr. Ratcliff had not only sent Skimpole off with “a flea
in his ear,” so to speak, but he had locked up the precious
invention in his own cupboard. And since then Skimpole
had not seen it, and Skimmy, as a result, was a worn and
haggard caricature of his usual self. :

Not that he need have really worried. Mr. Rateliff had
already sent the machine into the lecture-hall, ready for the
judging. But Skimpole’s creation would naturally stand no
chance, since it was a freak apparatus of the first order.

“I have been' seriously considering the prospect of
approaching the headmaster on the subject,” continued
Skimpole. ““Indeed, the contemplation of this policy has
been exercising my mind for the past day or so. I consider
that Mr. Ratcliff has acted in—"

“Well, never mind about Ratty,” said Bernard Glyn
hastily.

““But, my dear Glyn, I do mind!”

“We want you to come with us to the village,” said
Glyn briskly. “A whole crowd of us are going, and we're
going to bunk a couple of rotters out of Rylcombe.”

Skimpole looked bewildered. .

“I sincerely trust, my dear fellow, that:you do not expect
me to participate in tfxis rough and violent amusement?”’
he asked with concern. “I am always willing to do any-
thing within my power, but I must really protest again—-"

“They are the men who kidnapped you last week,
Skimmy !

“Dear me! Indeed!” said Skimpole. “My dear Glyn,
that throws a different light upon the horizon. I shall
undoubtedly join in this castigation of two unparalleled
roguesi’”’ :

*“Well, you won’t need to join in exactly,” said Bernard
Glyn, with a chuckle. *“Will you know those men if you sce
them again?”

“Most assuredly!” g > :

“Tt was dark when you were taken away—"

“Ah, my dear Glyn, but the ruffians struck several
matches in my presence, to say nothing of using a torch-
light,” said Skimpole *I had many opportunities of study-
ing their criminally-marked physiognomy. I ‘shall find no
difficulty in identifying, *hose two reprobates.”

“Good!” said Glyn. “That’s all we shall require.”

‘““Haven't you got that ass yet?” came a voice from the
rear.

“Pway buck up, Skimmay, deah boy!”

“Yank the fathead out!” <

Herbert Skimpole was yanked out, rather bewildered.
And before another five minutes had elapsed the whole
party was on its way down to the village. They reckoned
that they would have nice time to get back before locking-
ap. : :
“Have you thought out how we shall carry on?” asked
Blake, as thev coasted down the slope. “We can’t very
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well barge into the Green Man and haul the chaps out,
can we?” - i
“We shall have {o use a little tact,” said Tom Meiry.

- “T thought about - bringing Racke along at first, but I

decided not to, on second thoughts. I'll go in and tell old
Joliffe that those two men are wanted outside.”

“It’s a bit wiskay, deah boy,” said D’Arcy, shaking his
noble hf;.a.d. “If a mastah or a pwefect happens to spot
you—-

“Rats!” said Tom Merry. “A couple of words of ex-
planation would put matters right.”

“It would be more spectacular if we could raid that
beastly pub and pull the men out by force,” said Blake
thoughtfully.

“Yes, but we shouldn’t be cn the right side if we did
that,” said Tom. “We've got nothing against Joliffe in
this particular affair.
don’t want to get into trouble with the Head.” :

‘They cycled on, and werc approaching the Green Man
when Bernard Glyn gave a whistle. .

“My only aunt!” he said excitedly.
Tuek

“The very men themselves!” said Tom Merrvy.

. Messrs. Twist and Martin, all unconscious of their impend-
ing fate, were strolling leisurely along the village strect
in the very widdle of the road!

“Here’s *a bit of

e o

CHAPTER 14.
Wanted !

1% AT Jove!”
B #Arthur Augustus jumped from his machine and
looked at the approaching men with a gleam of
aggression in his eyes.

~ %DPo you know ’em, Gussy?” asked Blake.

*Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Auguwstus. “‘These are the
two fwightful wottahs who told me that they were sendin’
their sons to St. Jim’s!” _

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It is no laughin’ mattah, you burblin’ duffahs!” said
D’Arcy sternly. “Skimmay, I twust you cowwobowate my
identification 77

Skimpole was blinking at the approaching men through
his spectacles.

“Yes, certainly!” he said.

.

“These are undoubtedly the

two rascals who had the audacity to carry me oft by force -

last week. Without any question, these are the unprincipled
vagabonds!”

*You're sure?”’ said Tom Merry.

“My dear Merry, I am convinced,’

‘“Yaas, wathah!”

“Then we're lucky,” said Tom Merry. “No need to go
near the Green Man at all.  First of all we’ll tax the
beggars, then we'll give them a good bumping, and run
then out of the village.”

“Supposing old Crump butts in?”’ asked Blake.

“If I know anything about our pet bobby, he’ll keep
well out of it,” said Monty Lowther, “Crump isn't a
glutton for fighting.”

By this time Messrs. T'wist and Martin were quite close
at hand, and they were not feeling exactly easy in mind.
There was something rather significant about the manner
in which the St. Jim’s fellows had placed their bicycles
against the side of the road. There was something still
more significant in the fact that they had now formed
themselves into a human barrier.

But it was impossible for the men to turn back, or to
ignominiously bolt. They couldn’t he sure that these pre-
parations werc antagonistic towards themselves. And they
felt that the schoolboys would never dare to molest them
on the open road in full daylight.

’ said Skimpole.

“Just a minute, gentlemen,” said Tom Merry coolly, as

he stepped forward.

The men paused, and felt that the blow was about to fall.

“Well 772 :

“Mr. Twist and Mr. Martin, ¥ think?” said Tom Merry,
remembering the names which Skimpole had given at the
time of his kidnapping. 2

“TI'm Mr. Twist,” said the taller of the two nren. “ What
do you want?"

“Y want to tell you that we're going to run you out of
this village,” said Tom Merry coolly.

“You infernal young——"

“You needn’t try any bluff;” interrupted Tom, his eyes

flashing. “You bribed one of our fellows this afternoon
to steal Glyn’s carburettor! You offered to pay him fifteen
pounds, didn’t you?”’

Mr., Twist looked blankly bewildered.

“You're mad!” he said in amazement.

“Bai Jove! I twust we're on the wight twack!” mur-
mured Gussy.

“¥Yery cleverly done, Mr. Twist, and I congratulate you,”

We know he’s a fat rascal, but we .
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said Tom Merry. “It’s rather unfortunate tor you that
Mrl.l Martin is present. He isn't able to control himself so
well.

Tom Merry had not missed the other man’s violent start.
Mr. Martin was now jooking mottled in complexion, and
he was evidently a badly-scared man. Tt was idle for Mr.
Twist to dissemble his dismay while Mr. Martin’s face
was an open book. Nn

:‘Yop fool!” hissed Mr. Twist, swinging round.

‘Bai Jove!”

“I—F——" Mr, Twist brought himself up with a gulp.

“Now you’ve given yourself away, too,” said Tom Merry
grimly. *““So much the better. ¥d like*you to understand,
both of you, that people who try to bribe St. Jim’s chaps
are on the look-out for trouble’

“Let’s bump them now!” roared Blake.

‘“Hear, hear!”

“Grab them!”

“Yaas, wathah

“Stand back!” snarled Mr. Twist in dire ajlarm. “Ii’s
all lies—lies! We’ve never seen this confounded boy! We
haven’t made any arrangement with him!”

“The tfreacherous young hound!” babbled My. Martin.
“After arranging everything so clearly, he blabs——" :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors couldn’t help yelling. While Mr. Twist was
doing his best to brazen out the situation, his companion
was nullifying his efforts.

“Can’t you keep quiet, vou fool?’ roared Mr. Twist.

“If T meet that kid I'll skin him!” snarled Martin.

Tom Merry & Co. needed no further evidence. Racke’s
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. story was substantiated. Not only that, but both Arthur

Augustus D’Arcy and Skimpole had recognised the pair.

“Grab them!”

“Hurrah!”

“Back up, St. Jim’s!”

Tramp, tramp, tramp! :

Messrs. Twist and Martin only heard that eminous tramp-
ing of fect. They were bowled over, and therc wasn’t
even a fight. They were simply flung to the ground and
held there. Then, after a moment, their aggressors sorted
themselves out, and the men were lifted.

Bump, bump!

“Yow!” hooted Mr. Twist. “Yaroooh!™

“Wheooop ! shrieked Mr, Martin,

“Now then, again!”®

““Yaas, wathah!”

Bump, bump!

Again and again the rascals were bumped hard on the
wet ground.

“Yaroooop!” 2y

The precious pair were beginning to wish that they had
never been born. They certainly regretted the day that they
had been foolish enough fo take an interest in Bernard
Glyn’s carburettor. Ever since they had started on this
quest they had met with rebuffs. And this disastrous
punishment was the culmination of their campaign.

“That’s enough !” said Tom Merry breathlessly. *‘Get up,
you rotters—and be thankful that we don’t hand you over to
the police.” 3

“Youll hear more of this!” snarled Mr. Twist savagely.
“T’ll have you prosecuted for assault.”

“¥a, ha, hal :

“Get a move on !” grdered Tom Merry. “ You ncedn’t spin
a yarn that you've got luggage in the Green Man. becauso
we don’t believe 1t. Your sort don’t carry luggage!
March !” 4

“Confound your impudence !’

“ March!” roared the juniors. }

And the two rascals had no alternative but to march.

A dramatic interruption came, however. The procession
was less than half-way through the village before a motor-
car hove in sight, and the juniors were surprised to see that
it contained a plain-clothes’ man and three uniformed con-
stables. They were apparenily from Wayland.

The plain-clothes’ man, who wus evidently an inspector,
pointed at the two rascals, and the car was pulied up.

“Just a minute, boys!” shouted the police officer,

He jumped out of the car, and the juniors adnoitly
surrounded Twist and Magtin as they were about to make a
break for f{reedom. ; : i

“Yes, the game’s up!” said the inspector grimly. « *We
hold a warrant for your arrest, my men!”

The pair crumpled up. - Without~any chance of escape, they
submitted to be handcuffed. All the fight had been knocked
out of them by the juniors, and they were bundled into the
car by the constables. =
- “What’s the charge, inspeator 7 asked Tom Merry. < We
knew they were a couple of wrong 'uns, and we were just
diumming them out of the village.” 2

“Thanks, young men!” said the inspector. “You'va
helped well, These men are well-known car thieves, and
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they’ve been dodging us for five or six weeks. But at last
we located them in this neighbourhood. Do you happen
to know where they were staying ?”

‘“ At the Green Man.” :

# Splendid !” said the inspector. * We shall probably find
a s{.{o'len car in the garage. You boys have done good
work !”

“Bai Jove! Car thieves!” said Arthur Augustus.

“1 knew they were crooks of some sort !” said Blake.

“VYaas, wathah!” said D'Arcy. ‘“One glance is enough
to tell any fellow of tact an’ judgment that they are uttah
scoundwels !”

“It stands out a mile!” agreed Monty Lowther. “Rummy
how a chap could mistake them for a couple of gentlemen
W ho”wantcd to look over the school so that their sons could

““Weally, Lowthah !”

*“Ha, ha, ha!” ; -

Arthur Augustus had turned very pink-at Monty’s sly dig.
But he soon forget all about it. The-rascals were effectively
cleared out of the neighbourhood now, and they were not
likely to trouble St. Jim’s again,

% CHAPTER 15.
The First Prize Winner.

i REAR SCOTT 1”
“Racke I”
“It’s—it’s idiotic !”

Big Hall buzzed with amazed comment. Two days
had clapsed, and Mr. Bernard Glyn was standing en the
dais, announcing the prizewinners in the “Inventions”
Competition.

And Aubrey Racke had won the fifty pounds first prize !

¢t After very careful consideration,” Mr. Glyn went on, “the
judges have come to the conclusion that Entry No. 15 is by
far the most ingenious invention. It fulfils every condition
of the competition. Let me congratulate you, Master Racke,
on your really clever kettle.” 2

“Thank you, sir,” said Racke coolly.

““The whole idea of it is brilliant,” continued Mr. Glyn.
#Tt is a marvel of ingenious design. It can be cheaply
produced, and is undoubtedly of universal appeal. Every-

body will want one of these kettles when they are put on the
market. I shall make it my business—if you will permit me
to finance the scheme, my boy—to have this design
patented and protected in your name.”

£ *‘Thanks awfully, sir!” said Racke. “I was
if. you would be so kind.” ;

“The second prize will be awarded to Exhibit No. 8.” said
Mr. Glyn. * Let me congratulate you, Master Kerr, on your
ingenious fire-extinguisher. It is a very clever appliance.”

*Good gracious !” murmured Mr. Rateliff, in discomfiture.

The third prize of ten pounds was awarded to-no less an
individual than Ralph Reckness Cardew, for an exceedingly
simple device for opening and closing windows. It was so
modest that nobody had taken any notice of it. -~ But
the judges had recognised its simple merits. Tt was a side-
light on the competition that -the most elaborate and
spectacular entries were quite out of the running.

Skimpole was not only amazed, but filled with a burning
indignation. - His thought reading machine, ‘which should
-certainly have obtained the first prize, was not even awarded
a consolation prize. In fact, it wasn’t even mentioned by
Mr. Glyn at all.

‘“A very mysterious circumstance,” said Skimpole mourn-
fully. . “I can only conclude that there has been a gross mis-
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carriage of justice. My machine has obviously been neglecied
by the judges, and I place the blame on the shoulders i
Mzr. Rateliff,” : ¢

*“Dry up, Skimmy—you never stood an earthly !

“* Really, my dear Glyn !” .

*“ What about my carburettor 2’ went on Glyn.
an honourable mention !”

But he was wrong. His father referred in the most
culogistic terms to the carburettor—but pointed out that
Glyn, as his own son, could hardly expect to receive a prize
in this competition. Apart from which, the carburettor had
been designed before the inauguration of the competition—
and it was, moreover, scarcely able.to fulfil -the conditions
of the competition, :

The motor-car, although becoming more and more populzﬁ',
could hardly yet be described as an article of universal appeal.
And in addition to all this, the carburettor was not absolutels
perfeeted, The problem of vaporising erude oil was not, it
scemed, fully solved.

And so the school was allowed to dismiss.

Racke was feeling very pleased with himself, and he was
inclined to crow. He had the prize-money in his pockei.
Fifty pounds—unfortunately, in a cheque. But it was a
perfectly good cheque.

* Wacke, you lucky beggah !

“*Yes, Racke, but how did you do it?”

A crowd surrounded the black sheep of the Shell.

“Still waters run deep !”-grinned Racke coolly. “ While
the rest of you were gassin’ about your silly inventions,
Iw i.lal-.\[llioﬂ‘\' makin’ mine. I don’t believe in talkin’ too
MIUCEH . =

“By gad, vou're deep all right!” said Crooke admiringly.

*Bui you said you took no interest in the competition?”
shouted Harry Noble. “When I was exhihiting
umbrella. you distinetly said % ;

“I spoofed you, that’s all I”” said Racke calmly.
think T wanted everybody to be pesterin’ me to show theum
that kettle?” S

“Kettle 7 said Figgins thoughtfully. “Rummy! T seem
to remember! H’'m! I can’t quite get the hang of this!”

“None of us can!” said Blake suspiciously.

“Wathah not!” said Arthur Augustus. “It is fwightfully

“ Not even

-funnay that Wacke should invent anythin® but a pack of

lies! e <

"I don't believe he invented that kettle at all!” said
Lowther.

“I agwee with vou, Lowthah,” said DArey. “To my

mind the whole thing is fwightfully suspicious.”
“You fellows .had better be careful what you say!’
growled Racke angrily. “I've been awarded the first prize,

an' you can all go an’ eat coke! Just because I have enough .

sense to keep mum, you think I'm swindlin’ somebody out
of their rights!”

He strode off defiantly.

And although there was a lot of comment. nobody could
deny that Racke had legitimately received the first prize.
And, after all, he was such a deep fellow that it was quite
like him to work in secret. But nobody had ever credited
him with possessing any mechanical ability.

“There’s something fishy about that kettle of Racke's.”
said Figgins, as he and his chums went up to their study
in the New House. “Congrats, ¥Kerr, old man, on winning
gne second prize, but I think you ought to have had ihe

rst!”

“I'm satisfied,” smiled Kerr.

¢ Satisfied !” said Fatty Wynn.

“Ass!” said Kerr.

“ About that kettle, though,” went on Figgins, “I scem
to remember something about a kettle, somewhere,” he
added, halting in his stride. “Now, where the dickens did
I—— Great Scott!”

He broke off, staring excitedly.

“Well7” said Kerr.

“That old tinker!” gasped Figgins,

“0ld Joe Brass, who was here on Wednesday 7"

“Yes,” said Figgins. * Don’t you remember? “He was
telling us about a kettle of his that was capable of being
boiled in thirty seconds! And this kettle of Racke’s—-"

“Phew!” whistled Kerr. I rémember now, tco! Bui
we were 80 busy at the time that we hardly gave the old
boy any attention. And Racke was hanging about the New
House that afternoon!”

“If it comes to that, why did the tiuker come here at
all?” asked Figgins, with a sudden thought: *Did —did
Racke arrange to buy his keggle, and—— My hat!”

“T can see it all now! :

“Great Scott!”

“The rotter!”~ .

“We ought to do something!” Figgins went on, in a
sober voice. “We can’t allow that swindler to keen the

“ And he's Scotch!”

1

It's a swindle !’

)

“Not likely !”” said Kerr, as. he went into Study . No. 4, © =
“1t’s yours!” said Fatty Wynn indignantly.

“Deogou

= -
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A motor-car suddeniy hove in sighi, and Tom Merry & Co. were surprissd to see that it contained a plain-clothes’ man
and three uniformed constables. ‘I'he plain-clothes’ man pointed at the two rascals in the midst of the St. Jim'’s juniors

and the car was pulled up. *‘ Just a minute, boys ! '’ shouted the officer.

‘ We want those feilows ! **
d

(See Chapter 14.)

“I'm not thinking about that.” said Kerr. “But it's a
dirty trick for Racke to claim the credit for an invention
he never invented! What about Mr. Glyn's offer to have
the thing patented, too?” |

They discussed the matter exatedly.

And Leslie Clampe, in his own study, was standing near
the table, with a stertled expression on his face. Figgins
& Co. had pauvsed outside his very door, and he had heard
most of their talk. Clampe was a snob and a rotter; but he
wasn’t a fool.

Within two minutes he was racing across to the Schoel
House. He burst into Study No. 7, in the Sheil passage, and
found Racke, Scrope, and Crooke chatting.

“Hallo!” said Crooke. “Come to congratulate our dark
horse 77

Clampe was looking grim.

“I say, Racke, what about that fwo-pounds-ten vou hor-
rowed from me on Wednesday?” he asked pointedly.
“What did you want it for?”

“Why, to—to pay somebody!” stammered Racke.

SNoute g Harl? - -

“By gad! What the—"

“You borrowed that money to buy your precious keitle
from that old tinker!” said Clampe.

“What!” gasped Scrope. “You don’t mean———"

“ Great Scott!” exclaimed Crooke.

“Youw're mad!” shouted Racke desperately.

“P’ve just heard!” went on Clampe. -“That tinker was in
ihe New House that afternoon, and he told Figgins all
about that geyser kettle of his, Give me twenty gquids of
that prize money, and I'll keep mum!”

Clampe’s righteous wrath was exposed. ITe was only
thinking of himself, after all!

But retribution was near at hand for Racke.

Baggy Trimble, seeing Clampe’s hurried arrival in the
School House, had applied his ear to the keyhole of Study
No. 7. And now he was bubbling with news as Figgins &
Co. came hurrying in to eonsult with Tom Merry.

“Quick !” gasped Baggy. “Clampe’s just gone to Racke's
study, and he's demanding twenty quids for his silence!
That kettle was invented by an old tinker——*

“My only hat!” said Figgins. “Then we wore right!”

The Terrible Three and Blake & Co. came on the scene,

and after brief consultations, they tramped along to Racke’s
study. They burst in with purposeful expressions.

“The game’s up, Racke!” said Tom Merry curtly. “You
stole that idea for your kettle from a travelling tinker, and
you're coming with us to the Head!”

Racke backed away, pale to the lips.

“It’s my own invention!” he roared.

“You uttah swindlah ! shouted D’Arcy. “ You imposiah !*
impostah |” :

“Drag him along!”’

Racke resisted.

“Listen!” he panted. “I—T'll admit that the old tinker
spoke to me about his rolten kettle, but it's just a
coincidence——""

“Rats!”

He was howled down, and he knew that the game wss
up. Once more Aubrey Racke was forced to the conclusion
that the way of the transgressor is hard!

. . . . . . - [

Aubrey Racke was lucky to escape expulsion.

Dr. Holmes, indeed, took such a serious view of the affair
that he was inclined to “bunk ” Racke from the school at
once. But Bernard Glyn’s father was distressed at the
thought of the competition—which he had inaugurated—
culminating in such a disgrace-for one of the boys. 5

So he persuaded the Head to settle the matter by giving
Racke a public flogging, which he did.

M. Joe Brass, of course, was searched for and found,
and he soon proved that the geyser kettle was his own
invention. And Mr. Glyn promised to set up the man in a
good business and to finance his invention. <

The first prize, of course, now went to Ketr, and the other
prizes were altered accordingly. 7

And. Aubrey Racke, as he slowly recovered from the
painful effects of that castigation, came to the conclusion
that inventions, and everything connected with them, were
things better left alone where he was concerned, at any rate.

s THE END. ‘

(Next week’s GEM will contain another splendid yern
of Taom Merry & Co. entitled: ‘“ THE BOY FROM
RUSSIA! " - Make sure you read it!)
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,«AT THE MERCY OF THE SKELETON MEN ! Stranded in ths Alrican jungla, eut off 1rom oivilisation angi with but
# gaint hope of resous, Adam and his pal, Harry, find themssives heing pursusd by a host of natives who ressmbis living

askeletons rather than human beings!
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ADAM.

HARRY

A Grand Story of Peril and Adventure in Unkr;own Lands.

By ARTHUR S. HARDY.

A Strange Apparition! *
8¢ °LL be down in a jiff|” yelled Harry cheerfully,
I Crash! :
Down came a box which Adam believed, as he saw
it thud into the sodden soil and give a bound over,
vas a case of ammunition, :

By George, that was one to Harry! But then, Franklin
had always been a chap with a practical turn of mind,
looking ahead, always looking ahead.

The rain had by this time ceased. The sky began to
lighten, so that Adam would have been able to make out
the near-by trees even had there been no burning aeroplane
to illuminate the scene.

He kicked his legs free of the negro’s entwining hands.

“I say, look here, you know,” he expestulated. *“If you
can understand English, don’t play the giddy ox, but get
up, or sit down and behave yourself.”

The black man raised his head so that the glare of the
flemes fell upon it. Adam was able to study his features
for the first time. It was a strange face of the usual negro
type, with broad, flattened nose, high cheekbones, and
widely dilated nostrils, but there were differences. The
mouth was big, thick-lipped, as usnal, but when opened
displayed an amazing double row of huge but well-shaped
white teeth, The eyes were "big, and held that curious

| expression midway between innocence sud cunning which
' is characteristic of the native. But his hair did not cluster

in those characteristic tiny, bristly, stubbly curls, being
Jonger and softer Adam saw, and his ears were like sails,
Curious ear-rings of copper or maybe wood, Adam thought,
in the brief but appraising glance he shot at him, were set
in the lobes. Round his neck was set a necklace of shells.

The body of the man, huge, broad, muscular, was most
striking, Adam had never seen such another man, either
white or black. The arms were big and muscular, and the
whole body of the wounded native indicative of amazing
strength.

He swung himself upward, so that he sat upon his heels
staring wide-eved at Adam, his right hand set to the bleed-
ing wound in his side.

“Save me from the White Bone Men, baas!” he pleaded
pitifully.

“Yes, but where are they?” asked Adam, leaning back
against the tree to avoid the missiles dropping from above.

The native swung his left arm dramatically behind him,
then in front.

“There—and there—everywhere—in the forest. They
speared me, but I ran and ran, and then the storm came,
and saved me.” This he managed to convey in his curiously
broken English. “Just before i came dark I heard the
whirring of wings. News had come before that the white

WHO’'S WHO IN THIS STORY!

ADAM BYRNE, accompanied by his chum, HARRY
FRANKLIN, and a band of trustworthy followers, set out in seareh
of the former's father and sister, news huving been received from
WALTER BEAVAN, « settler in Boruda, that the great whit
explover, GEORGE WILLIS BYRNE, and s daughter, ROSA,
who left England four years ago to explore the African jungle, are
alive and well, but prisoners in the hands of a strange people at
Barcoomba, which lies north of the Silver Glacier and beneath the
Mouvntain of the Hidden Crest.

Well equipped with guns, stores, provisions, two aeroplanes, and
wireless apparatus, the party reaches Baruda, the first important

stage of their journey. Here they wmeet Beavan, who proves that the
wessage ke received is genwine. Adam and his companions part
company with Beavan and continue their journey. But Fate is
against them, however, for they drive into u terrific storm, Adam’s
plane nose-diving and crashing among the thick trees and bursting
into flame.,

Adam, flung clear of the machine, is shouting to his chum to jump
clear of the burwing wreckage, when a weird individual, a gaping
wound in his side, comes grovelling at his feet, begging protection,

“ Get a move on, Hyrry ,” calls Adam. © I've a visitor here.”

(Now read on.)
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flyers were on the way.
knew that I was safe.”

“The deuce you. did!” said Adam, half-sfooping and
extending a hand to raise the native. “Well, you musg be
a4 bit of “an optimist, that’s all I can say,
Hpre——={"— — ¢ = .

He got no further, for, directing his eyes beyond the
upraised head of the man, Adam saw a something standing
four paces away, lit up by the reddish-yellow glare of the
burning plane, that startled him and interrupted his speech.

Never had Adam seen the like of this. Had he not been
momentarily paralysed by the sight, he would have
screamed aloud.

The thing that stood there was a skeleton.

It stood six feet high, an alarming sight with its bony
face expanded in a ghastly grin. ===

But Adam noticed, as he stared at it in dumb fascination,
that in the big deep sockets of the skull rolled shifty eyes.
Simultaneously with its appearance; there came a vivid
flash - of lightning which, crashing down from the riven
clouds, struck the tree in which the aeroplane was hanging
and brought down with it a shower of burning particles.

At the same time, just before the thunder crash echoed,
something heavy tumbled through the branches of the
great tree and thudded on to the soft ground near where
Adam stood.

Then the thunder crashed, and Adam’s jangled nerves
danced again.

He could not move. He felt as if he had been turned to
stone, *

And he might have remained inert for leng had not the
ghastly apparition in front of him suddenly swung aloft its
right arm and pointed a gleaming spear-blade right at the
broad back of the crouching native.

‘Something in the horrified expression of Adam’s face
caused the poor fellow at that moment to turn his head.

“Whow !” he yelled. “White Bone Min And he
ﬁn'ﬁit into a torrent of native gibberish indicative of extreme

TIOT.

Tt seemed to Adam that the skeleton smiled. Instinectively
he knew that before another fraction of a second passed the
spear would be driven through the body of the native. 1t
was time to act! (=

*‘Adam just upturned the muzzle of the antomatic so that
it bore upon the ghastiy-looking spectre of the forest.

At the same moment the automatic spoke the skeleton
scemed to move upwards on to its toes. It remained for a
brief moment poised in this position, its right arm stretched
to its limit, the spear pointing downward. Then the body
rocked forward, the spear fell from loosening fingers, and
with a last nervous action the man, whoever he was, fell
prone downward with his head close to the giant {ree.

As the body lay almost at his feet, Adam-saw in the bright
glare of the fire that the back was just the same as the
front of it—that of a skeleton. But he saw now that there
F'as flesh belonging to it as well as bones, if indeed they were
yones.

Suddenly a burning shower tumbled on to it.

Then the frightened native swung himself on to his feet,
and, throwing wide his arms, executed the steps of a dance.

“Howh! Whow! It is as my witch-mother said—the white
men who fly in the air have saved me. The White Bone Man
is dead !”

He seemed strong in spite of that ugly-looking wound in
his side, and, approaching the figure that lay so still, he
spurned it with a savage kick. Adam saw that flesh yielded
to the blow of the foot. This apparition that lay there was
obviously a man,

The White Bone Men !
ND now something stirred behind him, causing Adam
A to pivot and swing up once again the automatic
which had already served him so well.

i Then he grinned sheepishly; for it was Harry
Kranklin who stood there in sodden clothes, his face smudged
with earth, for he had tumbled through the branches of the
tree from high above. But the creepers which hung from it
had broken his fall, so that he got away with nothing worse
than a severe shaking.
5“All right, old chap; put the popgun down,” smiled
Harry. “But, I say, what did you bag?”

{ He stared in amazement at the big black man with the
bandy legs, and then at the figure which lay so still upon
the ground,

““Great Scott!”. he ejaculated, his face lengthening and
paling. “You don’t say My hat! I wonder whe he is?”
‘\1A White Bone Man—whatever that may be,” volunteered
Adam. :

“ Hekebu—— White Bone Man,” the wounded native ex-

“plained, grinning; and be stooped and, picking up the spear,
; ;

And, look.

|

of fire particles was increasing, he shook himself,

B

i

i‘hen ybu’f'eell ‘from 'tvb‘e. <l\§, éi)'CI T | mai.‘de ';13 if to'drive 1t thloughtho ‘boc-lyy’ 'Whiéll déy?étj ilis

feet.

“Just as you say,” agreed Harry, nodding; and then,
catching a sound above them and noticing that the deluge
stood back

13

a pace, and stared upwards. -

-“Great suffering snakesi” he velled, as he gripped Adam’s
arm and drew him backwards. " Look out!”g T (hl.n 5

They -tumbled or staggered a dozen paces away' amid
the forest trees; the black man, after glancing above him ‘to
;1}15(30\*(%1' the cause of the-alarm, plunging headlong - after

1em. :

They were not one moment too soon, for down from the
great tree crashed the wreck of the. burning aeroplane,
bearing with it the huge branches on which it had been sis.
pended. It seemed, as it came, that the petrol-tank burst,
for bubbles and tongues of living  fire leapt and eddied
everywhere. . =

Up above they could see the burning iree giving out flames
which leapt and devoured leaves and creepers, branches
and boughs; the wind, blowing strongly, carrying the fire
fa%her into the forest, =

he tumbling wreckage dropped right on to th e
the dead Hekebu, maklgng of piltself agfuneral pyrg. gl

Where they stood the friends knew that they were safe—
at any rate, for & moment, But their next move lay in the
lap of the gods. - :

The hiss and crackle of the flames, the .heat of the fire
began to dry out everything around them, and they could
see the golden runners eating into the heart of the forest.

“Adam,” -said Harry -Franklin seriously, “it's a case of
out of the frying-pan and into the fire, I imagine. It looks
as if we're going to be burned alive.”. .. ;

Which way would the fire run? Would it drive ahead of
them, leaving a great tract of forest at their backs open
for them to seck shelter and safety in, or would it cirele
round them and cut off every avenue of escape?

For a moment Adam hoped that the sodden vegetation and
the saturated earth would smother the flames. But no. As
they stood amid the forest, watching beyond the pathway
or glade in which the aeroplane had fallen, they’ could see
the golden sparks and the red embers creeping to right and
Ief}lalll} straight ahead.

The. gusty” wind drove the fire onward. Now and >
air eddies brought back choking clouds of smol?ed tt}lllczfé
stung the nostrils and made the eyes run, s :

The heat from the perishing aeroplane caused their clothes
to steam as they watched and waited.

“What shall we do, Adam?’ asked Harry. “I can’t
show you the way to go home from this place. I wonder
if Battling Siki here can be of any help?”

He frowned down thoughtfuliy at the native who had
stationed himself cross-legged upon the ground, his back
set against a tree-trunk, and who was examining the wound
in his side as if he were quite proud of it. -

“ What is your name, friend?’ asked Adam of the black,

“My name Muta,” the man answered, with a smile.

“Then, Muta,” said Adam, “can you tell' us where we
can find a safe hiding-place until the dawn, when we can
find our friends?” |

He choked as he finished, for it came to him then that
the others in the second aeroplane—Sandy McTavish, Jimmy
Brown, and the six natives—might have died long ago.
Certain it was that the storm must have overwhelmed them
also. They had only been but a short distance behind. They

R —

CRAND SCHOOLBOY-ADVENTURE VOLUMES !

‘“PRISONERS OF THE MOUNTAINS !

is the title of a magnificent book-
length yarn of schoolboy life and
adventure appearihg in the

MONSTER LIBRARY No. 17.

A new wolume appears every month.
Below are some of the popular stories
which have already appeared. They
can be oblained jrom any newsagent.

e
4| ST.FRANK'Scy e SPREET £




24 Lvery Wednvsday,
could not Lave flown onward in this day suddenly trans-
formed into night.

“Yah! Muta find a way,” smiled the native, still busy
examining his wound and wiping away with handfuls of
vowdered earth the stream of blood which had run down
his powerful lower limb. §

Harry Franklin, knecling down beside him, examined the
wound.

“That's a nasty one, old chap,” ke said.
bad that it might not have been worse.
bandages. They're all burnt up.
dose?” :

Muta stretched a grin, He was composed and easy in his
mind now.

“ Hekcbus—White Bone Men, They came to where Muta
and his mother live in the forest, and they burn us out.
Mother she go—can’t say where. She witch-woman—she not
die, They take Muta and stand him for target. They shy
spears at him, and Muta run. One hit him here, and then
he get aivay in the forest and dodge till the storm came,
and with it the white deliverers.”

“You seem to have had a tough timo of it, Muta,” smiled
Harry; “and that graze has bitten deep.” He had it in his
mind that the wound would drain all the life’s blood out of
the poor fellow, and his thought was read by the cunning
native. ® .

“Muta live,” he said, with a .nod. . “He not fear the
White Bone Men now that the flyers of the air with the
tubes that bark death have come to save him.”

“1 see.” 1

Harry siared into the forest alicad of them. Tt presented
an amazing sight., Everywhere the fire was spreading,
drying up the sodden earth and trees and hanging creepers,
devouring the undergrowth as it swept on; so fierce a
furnace now that not even such a storm as that which
had beaten the acroplanes down would have served to put
1t out.

His boyish face lengthened in gloom. The fear came to
him then, and it occurred to Adara-also simultaneously, that
the other plane must have been forced down back there
where the fire was raging. How far the forest stretched he
did not know, but they had been flying over it for what
had scemed an interminable period of time seeing only
occasional breaks ahead amid the trees, and if Sandy
McTavish, Jimmy Brown; and the friendly natives were
alive and anywhere within the track of the raging fire, they
would be burnt up by it—cremated alive.

And they, left here with little in the way of stores, could
scarcely hope to survive for loug, unless they had the luck
to find their friends, or meet with friendly natives.

As Harry watched the progress of the fire the sky began
to lighten perceptibly. They. could see a fog of smoke rising
high above the trees, Just at that moment Adam, raising
his automatic, fired -once, twice into the “air.

“1 say, what's the joke?” asked Harry.

“If Sandy McTavish, Jimmy Brown, and‘our natives in
the second plane have escaped, they may hear the signal
and join forces,” Adam explained. ;

Harry nodded, and then, looking at Mufa, he mnoticed
that the grotesque native was staring ggbout him as if
scared, shaking, his eves bulging, and he knew that he
was terrified.

* “What's the trouble now, Muta ?” he asked.
. “The noisc—the bang-bang—bring Hekebus on us!
White Bone Men kill I grinned the-negro sheepishly. - -

Harry, smiling grimly, turned to Adam.

“There’s that about it, of course,” he said. ““Adam, old
boy, I think we had better save what we can and get
into the screen of the forest. And we’ll hope that: the
fire has smoked our skeleton friends out. They arc evidently
not the sort of people who ought to be encouraged.”

Adam, Harry, and Muta, who seemed instinctively to
understand, begau to haul the cases thrown from the aero-
plane across the glade. There Muta, making signs they
understood, and showing extraordinary activity, seeing how
severe was his wound, began to fashion®cords or ropes out
of the trailing creepers which hung down from the trees.

These he tied about such packages as they would be able
to carry. and so they began to prepare for their journey,
feeling heavy of heart because no answering shot had come
in response {o Adam’s double signal.

In which direction should they march? - What should
they do? Whither were they going? How could they hope
now to reach the land of the Hokahulas, or find the Moun-
tain of the Hidden Crest?

The guestion was decided for them by circumstances over
which they had no control. They had made their hurried
preparations for the journey, screcned by the forest trees
on the windward side of the clearing. And well it was
JHe Geyv LiBeary,—No. 997,
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] that they had taken this precaution, for now Muta, whe

4 was peering out of their shelier, began to shake like a
gelly_ again, -his big teeth clashing together like castanets.
Making a peculiar gulping sound, he rolled his big, animal-
like eyes at Adam, and pointed, with a shaking arm, into
the glade. :

“White Bone Men—they come!” he chattered.

Adam and Harry looked. Standing not a huundred paces
away, and grinning at them—for his quick eyes had caught
a movement among the trees, and had spotted them
instantly—was just such another apparition as that which
had so startled Adam when the skeleton man whom he had
killed had come out of the forest to slay Muta, - 2

The light was good enough now for them to sce that the

- figure was that of a magnificently built negio, whose body
was painted to resemble a skeleton, the bones of head. body,
arms and legs being represented, in a crude but effective
and realistic way, in whitish paint or vegetable stain.

The man who had come out of the forest was armed with
a round shield of dried hide, and held in his hand a deadiy-
looking spear,

He stood .staring at them, and then, raising the spear
above his shoulder, the hand held close to the neck, he
uttered a fierce war-cry, and came on at the run. He
could move, too. His feet spurned the ground with in-
credible rapidity, and it was plain that he intended to slay.

Muta, who scemed to dread these men, dropped on to his
knees, clasping his hands together and moaning as hLe
rocked from side to side.

“Whow {” he howled as he closed his cyes.

. The White Bone Man was close upon them when Harry

fired. He hated to do it, but it was plain that he had to

kill or be killed. As the shot rang out the skeleton man

‘leapt upward, dropping his spear, and throwing wide Iis
arms, and fell prone upon the ground. :

At the same moment the glade became alive with tall
powerfully-built natives, fully armed, some of them bear-
ing bows and arrows on their backs, each armed with &
spear, and carrying a protective shield, and fierce, defiant
cries echoed terrifyingly through the forest glade.

They had seen their comrade fall. They were bent on
revenge,

Muta, springing up, picked some of the luggage from the
ground and slung it on his back. From a distance came &
peculiar, deep-toned sound like the beating of a drum—
tom, tom, tom, tom, tom !—which added to the eerieness of
the situation. 3

Adam saw the skeleton men gathier in front of their dead
brother, heard them shouting and gesticulating.  And
although it seemed that he and his chum were doomed.
Adam could not forbear to look, so amazing was the sight.

And as he stared and listened to the excited talking of
the armed warriors of the forest, he saw emerge from
among the trees unarmed men, who bore, suspended fron:
their shoulders, barrel-shaped drums; on which they beat
their hands as they marched. Tom, tom, tom, tom |—keep-
ing perfect time. 1t was a war-signal, Adam supposed, az,
stooping, he picked up a rifle.

“ Mutt,” said Harry, turning to the powerful black, “T
suppose our friends out there will eat us alive if we don’t
get-out of this—"

“Hekebus—kill I growled Muta, pointing into the heart
of the forest. “Muta find a way. Know a place. Stand
and fight. Quick, quick, quick!” 3

“Quick’s the word, all right!” said Harry, turning to
Adam and nodding his head. ‘“I've scared owr friends out
there by shooting that man down, Adam, old son. But
their fright won’t last for long. The sootecr we make a
;nove. the better, for we don't stand a dog's chance
rere !”

Each slung a package on to his back, the ropes Muta had
made being adjusted and tied rapidly so &s to afford them
comfort. Kach slung a rifle.

Muta had stepped ahead, parting the undergrowth of the
forest with his hands.

Behind them echoed the savage cries of the skeleton men
and the monotonous beat of the drums: Tom, tom, tom,
tom !

Adam hesitated, setting his teeth grimly.

“I've half a mind to make a stand here and fight it
out—and die, if need be! Sandy McTavish and the others
ought not to be far away, Harry. It might be better
than dying of insect-bites in the heart of the forest.”

Adam was becoming morbid. Tt was the killing of those
skeleton men which had got on his nerves, Harry supposed.
But what else could have been done?

“We're not dead yet, Adam,” smiled Harry, whose own
nerves were pretty well frayed by this time. “We've either
got to stand here and fight to the last gasp, or trust to
Muta and follow him. Let’s take' the sccon(!( chance
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_resemble a skeleton.

The moonlight was good enough now for them to see that the figure was that of a neqro, whose body was painted to
He stood there, staring at them, his spear raised above his shouider

.. (See this Page.)

The Ruined Temple of the Forest God.

HE shrieks, cries, and lamentations of the Hekebus
rose louder and louder. Muta, coming back from
among the trees and shaking with fear, called to
Harry and Adam.

They went to him, moving along through the trees like
snakes. Then Muta picked out a narrow trail, which gave
them fairly easy walking.

The light faded until they could-only just see. = Wild
animals scattered as they marched on in single file. The
cries and the drum-beats behind them began to die away.
On they went, until at last ‘they could hardly see at ail.
Soon it would be quite dark. Then they would be forced
to call a halt. Their situation was nerveracking in the
extreme,

They were lost—lost—lost! Their friends were lost. It
was possible even that the skeleton men might have killed
them if they had come down in the aeroplane anywhere
near the place where their own had fallen. . On they
tramped—on and on. And at last, pausing for breath in an
open track amid the trees, Harry wiped his forehead and
sighed deeply. s

Muta, whose endurance was amazing, grinned as he
looked back.

“You’ll have to find a place for us to camp for the
night, Muta,” said Harry. “We can’t go on for ever!”

“Me find it.
among the trees. “Not very far away——"

“And thank goodness, Adam!” laughed Harry.
have shaken off Muta’s pals.

>
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- has probably saved us—and them, too. There’s not a sound.

That’s a bit of luck, at any rate. We’ll rest in this place
to which Muta here is leading us, and in the morning we’ll
make another attempt to signal Mack and the rest. We
may have better 'uck then.”

“And, at all events, it’s nice to think those White Bone
Men aren’t following .us,” smiled Adam.

The words had scarcely left his lips than from someivhere
near at hand behind the screen of trees came the beat of a
drum—tom, tom, tom, tom—

The sound was repeated behind them. It was taken up
Qﬁl the left of them. It seemed to be answered ahecad of
them.

This way and that Adam and Harry turned as they
strained their cars to listen, and, in spite of their inborn
courage, they shivered;

They had endured enough for one day. They had lost
their plane—they had lost their fricnds. They had killed,
and men were in pursuit of them who meant {o kill.
had not eaten. Their nerves were on ecdge; they were
parched with thirst. And even now, at the wanc of the
day, they were to be given no rest. :

Tom, tom, tom, tom, tom, tom!

m

The dull, steady beat of the ‘drums made their pulses

There!” shot back Muta, as he pointed

They -

leap. Muta, quivéring like a jelly, once more rolled his

reyes.

“ Hekebus, on war march. Kill, kill!"” he exclaimed.

He seemed to want to drop where he stood and wait for
the advancing death. T

Harry seized him roughly and urged him on.

“Find us some place which we can defend. After all, wo
can kill, too, if it comes to that,” he said harshly.  “Pull
yourself together, Muta. Don’t be scared of these chaps.
We can save you and ourselves, without fire-guns, if you

. give us a chance.” :

The drum-beats seemed to be closing in on every side.
If they could have seen their cnemies it would not have
been so bad, the boys felt. s

They might have shinned up a tree and waited, instead
of wandering on.  But what would be the good of that
with enemies swarming all round them—wild men, whose
instinet would inevitably lead them to the right spot?

“There’s only one thing to do; we must trust Muta,” said
Adam, :

Harry nodded and whipped out his automatic. He could
just see the burly figure of the misshapen black standing a
few paces away from him, trembling.

Harry showed him the weapon.

“Find us a resting-place,” he said, “or——" :

Muta did a skip and uttered a yell. He suffered almost
an extremity of terror from his fear of the Hckebus, but
also he had seen what these fire-guns could do, and he
was afraid of them as well. The thing he liked best in the
world was his own hide, maybe. .

At all events, when he had recovered from his first. rude
shock -he moved forward;, following the trail which they
could ‘not see, but which he found readily enough in the
tangle of trees and undergrowth, and pushed on, glancing
nervously back every now and then to see what Harry was
doing with the automatic. =~ , . -

At his heels they trailed, and in _their ears, seeming to
approach nearer and. nearer with every step they took,
they could hear the beat of those warning drums closing in.

When Muta at last struck. a clearing, and leapt, in the
moonlit darkness, towards a heap of ruins which rose like a
castle in front of them, for night had come, Harry and
Adam felt that they had reached the limit of. human
endurance. = e

Muta uttered whispered cries, executed a joyful dance.
and pointed upwards to where the pile rose, a mass of
tumbled stones, all black save where silvered by the moen.

“Whow !” he cried. “Temple of the Forest God. White
Bone Men afraid. Not come here. We safe.” =

“Thanks, old son!” gasped Harry. “Glad to lhear it.
Maybe we can rest and: eat and sleep. in safety now:”

They followed Muta upwards as- he crawled among
boulders and masses of stone, until they found, almost the

-Tag Genm Lisrary.—No, 997.
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height of a_house up from the ground level, a spot where
the stones had been cleared away.  Here, glistening in
the silver moonlight, they saw a pool of rainwater lying
in the bed of stone from whichk wild animals scattered af
the sound of their tread.

T{wy threw themselves flat and drank greedily of the
pool. :

s Never had Adam swallowed water that seemed so cool,
so refreshing, Their thirst curved, they began to take
stock of their surroundings. 4

The ruined temple-for such they supposed the rude pile
must be—stood in the middie of a clearing, beyond which
the forest circled deep and vast. It seemed to them, as
they walked about the places, that they might be able to
defend it effectively for a while if they were attacked, for
from every point the tumbled and broken heap of boulders
glanted down from where they stood on the ground level,
and at no place would they be casy to climb. s

On the other hand, they would be able, with their vifles
and their automatics, to defend the position readily enough,
providing their enemies did not make a combined attack
from all sides at once. And even then, with their modern
death-dealing weapons, they would render a goodly account
of themselves.

Having made their survey, they broke open one of the
cases they had brought, prised open some tins of meat, and
ate. After which they stvetched themselves out to rest
where they could keep one eye on the moonlit clearing.
Sleep, they all felt, just now was out of the question.

Oddly enough, duri the last stage of their journey
throngh the {ogi'est. the[i‘ieat,hof the drums had ceased. Either
their cnemies had abandoned the pursuit, or else they
werce closing in upon them in silence. :

Adam now asked Muta what he thought abount it.

Muta grinned as he stared about himn. <

“Hekebus frightened of TForvest (God,” he esplmm«].
“ Many moons ago ”"—and he began to open and shut his
fingers, counting rapidly— White Bone, men killed the tribe
of the Forest God and destroyed thie Temple. Then famine
and fire and pestilence fell upon the skeleton men and nearly
wiped them out. So they no come near the temple of the
iTorest God.” -

“Meaning this place?” said Harry.

“Yhah, vhal, baas.” ; i-qar
“Maybe that's why they’ve ceased their drumming,
smiled Harry, turning to Adam. “ At all events, here we
ave, and it's comforting to have a wall of stone about us.
Maybe those chaps will let us alone now that we have
veached here in safety, Adam; and if only we can link

forces with Sandy McTavish to-morrow——"

Muta, uttering a startied cry, vose to l}‘s feet.

“Yhah! Look! he whimpered, pointing. :

And there in the moonlight, below the great broken pile
of the rnined temple, Adam.and Harvy saw by the bright
light of the moon a White Boue Man whe, his black f-lgu
merging with the darkness of the ground, and the white
painted skeleton design seeming to shimmer in_the silver
rays, looked like a mass of hones. The moonlight struck
silver from his spear blade. :

As he stood he raised the weapon above his head and
uttered a pievcing cry, which received instant answer from
the lorest.
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And then, as before, came the dull beat of those death
drums, now quite close at hand.

Tom! Tom! Tom! Tom! Tom!

Muta grovelled in fright. Plucky theugh he was in so
many ways, he seemed tevror-stricken by the were sight of
these white-painted skeleton men. :

And now out of the forest they came, the skeleton grmy.
their spears shimmering in the moonlight. -

“ It scems to me,” gruated Havry, “that our friend Muta
has got it wrong. If these chaps were ever afraid of the
Forest God and his temple—this being same—they seemi to
‘ha\’e;.)got over it by now, and—— Hallo, here comes one of
em !’ ;

The armed warrior who had first appeared, having shouted
to the others, moved to the narrow way up which the fugi-
tives had come. :

Evidently he was not afraid, and he intended to make
sure.

“1 say, Harry, old chap,” growled Adam. *does it mean
that we shall have to take another life:”

*“Looks like it !” growled Haury.

“I hate to do it, old man. After all, they’ve done us no
harm.”

“ All vight—let's wait and see if we can parley with him,
_using Muta here as iuterpreter,” advised Harry, as he
showed his automatic. * Then if the worst comes to the worsg
we can shoot.”

So they waited, Muta shivering with terror.

They stood near the top of the narrow way
ian, nearing the top, saw them. Rigid asa
with the spear held ready to throw.

So they looked at each other, none moving.

“Muta,” called Adam, *‘come and tell our friend here
that we mean no harm.”

In obedience, Muta screamed something.

At the sound of his voice the skeleton warrior, nttering a
savage cry, hurled his spear, and the weapon, missing Adam’s
head by the fraction of an inch, would have vierced Muta
to the heart had he not fallen flat, with a howl of fright.

“They will kill! They come! They fear the Forest God
no more ! howled Muta, in a quivering voice. ** We are lost!
Howh! Yhah! Yhah!”

And it was true. Having hurled his spear, the skeleton
man, holding in his hand a knife with a curved and hideous
blade, leapt to where Adam and Harry stood.

Up the pathway behind him came others, leaping at an
incredible speed. Out of the forest emerged thie men with
the drums, beating them dully as they came.

It was time to act.

“Shoot ! We can't help it, Adam!” hissed Harry through
clenched teeth.

Even as he spoke, he fired point-blank at the bounding
savage. The black, throwing his arms wide as he leapt,
tumbled backwards over the wall of rock. Adam, firing af
the line of skeleton men who followed, sent another sprawling
headlong.

@ The flash of the weapous, the heavy report of exploding
cartridges, and the death of their comrades, sent the others
scuttling below like rabbits to their burrows, and silenced
the beating drums.

‘“ A vespite, at any rate!” growled Harry, drawing a deep
breath. **But. what hope have we got when the morning
breaks and they can see, and close in on us on every side?”

Adam smiled sadly. What hope, indeed, he thought.

And then his heart leapt, for clear and sharp upon the
night air sounded the unmistakable report of a gun.

* Harry,” he yelled, “was that an echo?”

;;Hardly—the echo of our shots died long ago, but—"

ang |

There came a second gunshot, far away, but clear as an
Alpine bell—and Adam yelled.

“Friends! There are friends close at hand—white men—
cut here! And armed with rifles! It is hardly believable.
Wonder who they can be, Harey?” ~ -

Bang !

There came a third report. It sounded as far away as
before, and it was impossible to locate the dirvection from
whence it came.

But Harry smiled and nodded.

“I reckon it’s Sandy McTavish and Jimmy Brown,”. he
said. “And if that is so they must have come down safely
in the other plane.”

The skeleton
statue he stood,

(Will Harry's surinise prove to be corvect 2 On no
account must you miss next weelk’s grand instalment
of this enthrallinig story, chums.)

Trinted and published every Wednesday by the Proprietors, The Amalgam ated Press, Ltd., The Fleetway Housc, Farringdon 8treet, London, E.C.4.

Advertisement offloes: -

rates: Yaland and Abroad, 1is. per aanuw; 54.°8d. for six months.

Sole agents for South Africa: The Ceniral News Agency, Lid.
Ausiralia and New Zealand; Messes, Gordon & Gotel, Lid.; and for Canada? The Imperial News Co., Ltd. (Canada).—Saturda

The Fleatway House, Farringdon Street, Loudon, E. C.4. Registered for jransmission by Canadian Magazine Post. Subscription .

Sole agem:« for
March 26ih, 1927, _
NNy ==t

LNEN



Keep Smiling, Chums—Next Wednesday Wiil Soon be Here!

T urEthor Cha‘té f

Address all letters :
he - Fleetway House, Farringd

The Editor, The * Gem ” berary,
Street, London, E.C.4,
Worite me, you can be sure of an answer in return,

“D'ARCY’S COMIC OPERA!”

EVERAL readers have written in praise of the above-
S mentioned story of St. Jim’s which was published a
few weeks ago, and in each case the writer has asked
for a “full score” of Gussy’s opera. For once in a
way I am unable to oblige these loyal readers, as, of course,
Mr. Martin Clifford -did not write the opela. in full. I
will admit that the verses published at various intervals in
the story were exceedingly funny, and-these contributed
largely to its success. All the same for that, I doubt very
much' whether my readers would have enjoyed that par-.
ticular issue of the GEM as well as they did if it had eon-
-tained nothing but the opera. .Tf .these readers who have
written me will give the mattex 2 little thought, ¥ am sure
they will see that the “opera” only. pxovxded the theme
for the story, and not the story itself.

HE STAMMERS'

H. L., of Oxford, writes and tells me. that his chum
~stammers, and he wants to know of a cure. Well, when I
was at school a pal of mine stammered -pretty badly, and
it was just as embarrassing for me to listen to him as it
. was awkward for him to talk to me. So ‘we put our heads
- together to find a cure. For half an hour a day I used to
4 .get this pal of mine to read aloud from a book. In three
"Inonths this treatment was beginning to show results; the
. stammering wasn't so noticeable. And in a year my pal
“only broke into stammering when he was over-excited. Quite
simple, you will admit, although let me add that it required
a little will power to keep to this programme of half an
hour’s reading aloud every day.” I recommend H. L., of
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Oxford, to bring this cure to the notice of his chum, and
perbuaclo him to give it a trial. It's w onh trymg, anyway.

— A

LETTERS TO THE Eo‘rrbn'

There is no need to think that this:paragr aph is dealing
with_ specific letteis..; It is not. I mean it to be a simple,
right-on-the-wicket tribute to the innumerable readers who
write to me from a lot of different parts;of the world and
say. straight out what they think.of the stories in the GE.
And the best letters come to the GEx. . Not.a doubt of it.
Others may say the same thing of: other papers, but I stick
out for the Gem. It is a funn¥y thmg thizs letter-writing.
The most satisfactory letters are those in x\h)ch the writer
has just expressed his.or: her ideas. . There is no greater
mistake than the notion about a few: i]‘md p‘lrases making
a letter. It is having ~omet]unr‘ tq say aud feeling it. Then

- a letter is mtele\tm"

NEXT WEDNESDAYS PROGRAMME

“THE BOY FROM RUSSIALY
By Martin Clifford.
._:This novel story of: Tom, Merry & €0p - the chhms of St.
Jim’s, will go like hot eakés. . As the title suggests, a new
hoy comes to_the old school, and rhmuu begin to, happen
the. moment he arrives. . I)ont miss - this yarn, whateyer
you do! ; . :

g

“ BEVOND - 'rl-u-:‘ silver eLAcn-:n'"
By Arthur S Hardy.
There will be another ‘grand, 1na alment of this ‘adventure
serial in next week’s bumpm issue. that will keep your
interest at concert pitch. Look out for it!

““AN APRIL. FOOL TRAGEDY"’

Thpt's the title of the next ]r\].» poem uom the pen of
the St. Jim’s Rhymester. It deals with . Apri]l 1st ’—the
day of jokes and leg-pulls—and it goes with a swing. Order
your GEM in good time! Cheerio, chums! :

]J)our_ Editor.
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Cure yourself as I did.

Par-
ticulars Free.
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CYCLE CO. INC. (Dept.C601)
Mead iy

SPARKBROOK, BIRMINGHAM

"WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS'
s PLEASE MENTION:THIS. PAPER .

HEIGHT INCREASED

— PR,
HUGHES, 7. SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C.1.
Complete’

IN 30 DAYS. ; 5/ " Course.

No Appliances. No Drugs. No Dxetmg The Melvin Strong System
NEVER FAILS. Full particulars and Testimonials, stamp.—
Melvm Strong, Ltd. (Dept. S.), 10, Ludgate Hill, London, Eng

SECRET SERVICE Pocket DISGUISE OUTFIT

for Actors, Detectives, and others, _3/-,each, post free. Overseas 8d.
extra.—Dept. XX, MILPON, 24, m's(u)n,i?arade \orbury, London, 8.W.186,

STOP STAMMERING AT THE SOURCE —Free Brochure expliins
brilliant success of Prof. Kirke’s perfect method. Sent privately. Address—
KIRKE INSTITUTE; 6, adner: Road, CARDIFF, S.W.

FREE—SUPI}RB PICT. SET GREEK STATUE STAMPS—
over 50 Stamps—METAL WATERMARK TRAY, ete. to
GENUINE applicants foli,A{Jprovals No. 10 sending postage.. —B L. OORYN.
St. Vincent. Lower and Wall, ' WHITSTABLE

CUT THIS OUT

“GEM * PEN COUPON. VALUE 3d.

Send .5 ‘of ;these coupona With sonly 2/9 (and 26‘ stamp) direct._ to the
FLEET PEN CO. Fleet Street, B.C.4, By return you will

receive a handsome iever self-filling I'I.EET I‘OUNTAIN PEN with
! lolld xold nib (fine, medmm. or broad), usually 10/6.
r with 5 coupons only 2/9.

Fleet price 4/-,
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‘»gme., as’'sold by B

Hezc is ycq—vrea' LI\Q
Géarge" V. gca’ﬁa

with all accessories {'o

a model tailw ay aré Lemg given away -,
.

“Be your oin Englmef'

Engines, rails, trucks, carriage Abmdj,ea,
pomtk sigrials, cabms stanous, wncnon;,
crosmvers tunne! s wetc, LstetCa all Free.!

Also BING Vulcan Engmes, Famous. Clock-

d abbomtely free f)r coupons found in
““every packet'of B.D.V. Cigaret es, One
- 10 compon. ineath packer of 10 :xgare fes.

X ‘:’.for one 20 cnupo'l—ecua[ to'two 10's —in

each packet of zocigarettes.

Own your own Ra:lway'

soon have-a real model rallway :

work- Trams and - Accessones

Ask Daddy and Big Brother, and Uncle’

Bill and Sister Sue, and Sister’s Sweet-
heatt, and the next doot. nctghbour and

vvcvery smoker you”know to Lecp their

:D.V.*coupons for you.

~I£ ¢hey do not now smoke B.D.V. Cigar-

“etkes, get them * to do so and save the
coupons.

_Send to-day for the Free B.D.V. gift

ck in colours explaining in detail this
weonderful gift scheme.

Think of the fun mdoa 's: on  cold and
wet days. Think of the joy in the garden +»

; on fine days

* Think of the thrill of your Duke of York
or Vilcan on your own railway up and
down and in and out over the lawn and
down the ‘pathway — round the roses
and into a cuhining little station’ in the

rockery.
Express trains, stoppmg trams, goods
trains, Mail trains. - fie 4

You can get them ali—FREE f

All about them and how to get them is outlined in the free B. D V. gift book,

which is

itself worth five coupons.
And—begin collecting the

Send fcr your co3y 1o~da)——

COUpO’iS nm\ $

\X’lth % lirtle work and som: cos toperation "
‘with your chums, you could very, very

COMPLETE MODEL RAILWAYS
ror. EVERY BOY

in exchange for B DV Clgaretle Coupons —j -

Just write your name and

address on_a postcard (1d.

stamp necessary)and post to

B.D.V. Gift Dept.; 45,
Godfrzy Phxlllps Eid.

Commercial Street, -

.D.V. Cigarette  packets
available in the Gi fthbeme

London, E.1. _

The partnership Coupons now in

are

aln
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